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To the Author. 
PARTHENIU S, 


On his Sonnets: 


HILE thou doſt praiſe the Roſes, Lillies, Gold; 

. Which in a dangling Teſs and Face appear, 
Srill lands the Sun in Skies, thy Songs to bear, 
A Silence L each whiſpering Mud dorb hold : 
Sleep in Paſirhea's Lap bis Eyes doth fad. 
The Sword falls from the God of the Fifth Sphere; 
The Herds to Feed, the Birds to Sing forber, | 
Each Plant breaths Log, each. Flood. and Prenatal OOO 
And hence it is, that that once Nymph, now Tree, 
Who did id Amphryſian Shepherds Sighs diſdain, 
And ſcorn'd bis Lays mov'd by a Sweeter Vein, 
L become pitiful, and follows thee, _— 

Thee loves, and vaunteth that ſhe hath the Grace, 

A Garland for thy Locks to enterlace. 


1L E X18. 
On the Madrigals. 


HE Love Alexis did to Damon bear, 
Shall witneſsd be to all the Woods and Plains; 
As ſingular, renown'd by neighbouring Swains, 
That to our Relifts Time may Trophies rear. 
Thoſe Madrigals we ſung amidſt our Flocks, 
With Garlands guarded Faw Apollon Beams, | 
On Ochels whiles, whiles near Bodotrian Streams, 
De Eccho's did reſound them from the Rocks ; 
4 foreign Shepherds bent to try the States 
ough I (World*s Gueſt) 4 Vagabond do ftray, . 
Thou may that Store which I eſteem ſurvey, 
As beſt acquainted with my SouPs Conceits. 
; at ever Fate Heavens have for me deſign d, 
I truſt thee with the Treaſure of my Mind. 


CHLORUS, 


WAN, which ſo ſweetly fings, 
By Aska's- Banks, and pitifully plains, | 
That old Meander never heard ſuch Strains, 5 
Eternal Fame thou to thy Country brings : | | ZI 
| gs EF. | And 
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And now our Caledon 

Is by thy Songs. made a new Helicon. . 
Her Mountains, Woods, and "Pring 2 15 
While Mountai , 7 ils : 
Aud though Whore pal rz. by Preiſe 
And kill the 4% e Myrtles with enraged Breath, 

hieb ſhout Brows inwreath ;, 


Her Flouds 5 Pearl, Seas Amber 40 (end forth, 


HE Siſter N mphs which haunt the Theſpian Springs; 


More li ;alfy. 2b 2 re k 57 ) 


Ii them who 

Than unto thee, by Bo thou ſweetly ings. 
Ne're did Apo llo raiſe on Pegaſe Wings 

A Muſe more near — * more far from Earth, 
Than thine Ke, fa fe 
Or ing thoſe ſweet ſomr s, 
T5 20 A — Thoughts in 75 = 
But thus the Verſe to 80 tn 11 


Briglis, rich, delightful, doth 4 rde much more, 

As "thou haſt done rbeſę thy melcgipi's Lays : 8 
No doubt thy My 5 fa 7 Moru dach 1 A 
The wilt Anregch. & a more eliſt TIP Hay 1 
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Upon the Tears on the K Death of Mielude, "I 0 | 


N waves Woe thy Ci Som Soul do toſs 

And make run th the Flite ates of ne 1 
Whoſe rankling Wound 10 ele Balm "long bears, > ENT 
Bur freely bleeds when ought upbraids my * 
Tis thou ſo ſweetly Sorrow makeft to fi As i RR 
And troubled Paſfions doſt fo well 12 . 
That more Delight thy Anguiſnh doth afford; 5 
Than others Joys can Satisfattiqn bring,” |" of) ((} 
What ſacred Wits, (when raviſh'd) do e, 25 


To force Affection, metamorphoſe Minds, I ont? on} OUS Po 


Whilſt numerous Power the Soul in ſe my TAG Nr 
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Thou haſt perforn#d, random 2 . rr tin. x 
bee: it een 


For never Plaints did greater Fi 
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P O E M 8. 


The Firſt Part. 


1. SONNET. 


N my Firſt Prime, when childiſh Humours fed 
My wanton Wit, ere I did know the Bliſs 
Lies in a loving Eye, or amorous Kils, 
Or with what Sighs a Lover warms his Bed 
N the ſweet Theſpian Siſters Error led, 
I had more mind to read, than lov'd to write, 
And ſo to praiſe a perfect Red and White; 
But (God wot) knew not what was in my Head. 
Love ſmil'd to ſee me take ſo great Delight, 
To turn thole Anziques of the Age of Gold, 
And that I mightMore Myſterics behold, 
He ſet ſo fair a Volume to my Sight, 
That | Epbemerides laid aſide 


Glad on this bluſhing Book my Death to read. 
2 SON. 


Know that all beneath the Moon decay 
And what by Mortals in this World is brought, 
In Time's great Periods ihall return to noug Þt ; 
T hat faireft States have fatal Nights and Days. 
I know that all the Muſes heavenly Lays, 
With toil of Sp'rit,, which are ſo dearly bought, 
As idle Sounds, of few, or none are ſought, 
That there is nothing lighter than vain Praiſe; 
1 know trail Beauty like the purple Flower, 
To which one Morn oft Birth and Death affords, 
That Love a jarring is of Minds Accords, | 
Where Senſe and Fill bring under Keaſor's Power: 
Know what I 1ift, all this cannot me move, 
But that (alas) I both mutt Write, and Love, 
- 3 . S 0 N. 
E who ſo curioully do paint your Thoughts, 
Enligntning ev'ry Line in ſuch a guile, 
That they ſeem rather to have faln from Skies, 
Than of a humane Hand by mortal Draughts. 
In ane Part Sorrow ſo tormented lies, | 
As it his Life at ev'ry Sigh would part: 
Love Here blindfolded fands with Bow and Dart, 
There #ope looks pale, Deſpair with flaming Eyes: 
Ot my rude Penſii look not for ſuch Art, 
My Wit | find too little to deviſe 3 
So high Conceprions to expreſs my Smart, 
And ivme lay Love is feign'd that's too too wile, | 
T hele croubled Worusand Lines confus'd you find, 
Are like unto their Model, my jick Mind, 


| 4. SON. 
7 me, and I am now the Man whoſe Muſe 
In bappier Times was wont to laugh at Love, 

And thoſe who ſuff red that blind Boy abuſe 
The noble Gitts were given them from above. 
What Mctumorphoje ftrange is this I prove ? 
My Selt now ſcarce I find my Self. to be, 
And think no Fable Circe*s Tyranny, 
And all the Tales are told of changed Fove 3 
Vertue hath taught with her Philoſophy 
My Mind into a better Courſe to move 
Re 4/0n way Chide her fill, and oft reprove 
Affection's Power, but what is that to me? 

Who ever think, and never think on Ought 

But that bright Cberubin which thralls my Thought. 


| 5. SON. 
Ow that vaſt Heaven intitl'd Firſt is roll'a, 
Lf any glancing Tow'rs beyond it be 


* 


1 


And People living in Eternity, a 
Or Eſſence pure that doth this Al upholds _ 
What Motion have thoſe fixed Sparks of Gold, 
The wand'ring Carbuncles which ſhine from high, 
By Sp'rits, or Bodies croſs-ways in the Sky, 
It they be turn'd, and Mortal Things behold. 
How Sun poſts Heaven about, how Nigbt's pale Queen 
With borrowed Beams looks on this hanging Round, 
What Cauſe fair [rw hath, and Monſters ſeen 
In Air's large Fields of Light, and Seas profound, 
Did hold mywand'ringThoughts,when thy ſweet Eye 
Bade me leave all, and only think on Thee. 
: 6. SON. | 
Fa is my Yoke, though grievous be my Pains, _ 
Sweet are my Wounds, although they deeply ſmart, 
My Bit is Gold, though ſhortened be the Reins, 
My Bondage brave, though I may not depart, 
Although I burn, the Fire which doth impart . 
T hoſe Flames, ſo ſweet reviving Force contains, 
That, like Ar abia's Bird, my waſted Heart 
Madequick as Death, more lively ſtill cemains. 
I joy though oft my waking Eyes ſpend Tears, 
I never want Delight, even whea [ groan, 
Beft companied when moſt I am alone, 
A Heaven of Hopes I have midit Hells of Fears: 
T bus every way Contentment ftrange I find, 
Kut moft in Her rare Beauty, my tare Mind. 
7- SON. 
Aunt not,fair Heavens,of your two glorious Lights, 
W hich though moſt bright, yet ſee not when they 
And ſhining,caanot ſhow their Beams divine (ſhine, 
Both in one Place, but pact by Days and Nights; 
Earth vaunt not of thoſe Treaſures you enſhrine, 
Held on'v dear, becauſe hid from our Sights, 


Your pure and burniſh'd Gold, your Diamonds fine, 
Snow · paſſing Ivory that the Eye delights, 


Not Seas of thuſe dear Wares are in you found. 


V aunt not, rich Pearl, red Coral,which do ftic 
A fond Deſire in Fools to plunge your Ground; 
Theſe all more fair are to be nad in Her: 
Pearl, lvory, Coral, Diamond, Suns, Gold, 
Teeth, Neck, Lips, Heart, Eyes, Hair are to behold, 


8. SON. 


Hen Nature now had wonderfully wrought 
All Auriſtela's Parts, except her Eyes, 

To make thoſe Twins Two Lamps in Beauty's Skies, 

She Counſel of her Starry Senate ſought. 

Mars and Apollo firſt did her adviſe, s 

To wrap inColour Black, thoſe Comets bright, 

That Love him ſo might ſoberly diſguiſe, 

And unperceived Wound at every Sight. 

Chaft Phebe ſpake for pureſt azure Dies; 

But Fove and Venus Green about the Light, 

To frame thought beſt, as bringing moſt Delight, 

That to pia'd Hearts Hope might for ay ariſe ; 
Nature (all ſaid) a Paradiſe of Green 


There plac'd,to makeall Love which have them ſeen, 


9. SON. 
Hat learned Grecian who did ſoexcel _ 
In Knowledge pafling Senſe, that he is nam'd 
Of all the Afrer-worlds Divine, doth tell, : 
TV at all the Time when firft our Souls are fram'd, 


Ere in theſe Manſions blied they come to dwell, 


: They 
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POEMS. 


They live bright Rays of that Eternal Ligbt, 
And others ſee, know, love, in Heaven's great height? 
Not toil'd with ought to Reaſon doth rebel, 
It is moſt true, for ſtraight at the firſt fight. 
My Mind me told that in ſome other place 
It elſewhere ſaw th' Idea of that Face, 
And lov'd a Love of Heavenly pure Delight. 
What wonder now I feel ſo fair a Flame, 
Since I her lov'dere on this Earth She came ? 


18. . 


Ow while the Night her ſable Veil hath ſpred, 

And ſilently her reſty Coach doth roll, 
Rowſing with Her from Tethys azure Bed, 
Thoſe ftarry Nympbs which dance about the Pole, 
While Cy21bia in pureſt Cypreſs cled, | 
The Laimian Shepherd in a Trance deſcries, 
And looking pale from height of all the Skies, 
She dies her Beauties in a bluſhing Red, 
While Sleep (in Triumph) cloſed hath all Eyes; 
And Birds, and Beaſts a Silence ſweet do keep, 
And Proteus monſtrous People in the Deep, 
The Winds and Waves (huſht up) to reſt entice, 
I wake, I turn, I weep opprett with Pain, 
Perplex'd in the Meanders of my Brain. 


I £ 


Leep, Silence Child, ſweet Father of ſoft Reſt, 
Prince whoſe ApproachPeace to all Mortals brings, 
Indifferent Hoſt co Shepherds and to Kings, 4 
Sole Comforter of Minds which are oppreſt. 
Lo by thy charming Rod all breathing Things 
Ly ſlumbring, with Forgetfulneſs poſſeſt, 
And yet o'er me to ſpread thy drowſy Win 
Thou ſpar'ſt (alas) who cannot be thy Gueſt. 
Since I am thine, O come, but with that Face 
To inward Light Which thou art wont to ſhow, 
With tained Solace eaſe a true felt Wo; 
Or if, deaf God, thou do deny that Grace, 
Come as thou wilt, and what thou wilt bequeath, 
Llong to kiſs the Image of my Death, 
12. SON. 
Air Moon who with thy cold and ſilver Shine, 
Makes ſweet the Horror of the dreadful Night, 
elighting the weak Eye with Smiles divine, 
Which Phe bus dazles With his too much Light, 
Bright Queen of the firſt Heaven, it in thy Stirine 
By turning oft, and Heavens eternal Mighty 
Thou haſt not yet that once ſweet Fire of thine 
Endymion, forgot, and Lovers Plight ; 
If Cauſe like chine may Pity breed in thee, 
And Pity ſomewhat elſe to it obtain, 
Since thou haſt Power of Dreams as well as He 
Who paints firange Figures in the ſlumbring Brain: 
No while She ſlee ps in doleful Guiſe het Show, 
Theſe Tears, and tne black Map of all my Wo. 


| 13. SON. 
Amp of Heaven's Chriſtal Hall that brings the 
Eye-dazeler, who makes the ugly Night (Hours, 

At thy Approach fly to her ſlumbry Bow'rs, 
And fills the World with Wonder and Delight. 
Life of all Lives, Death-giver by thy flight 
To the South Pole from theſe tix Signs of ours, 
Gold-{mith of all the Stars, with Silver bright 


Who Moon enamels, Apeles of the Flow'rs. 


Ah from theſe wat ry Plains thy golden Head 
Raile up, and bi ing che ſo long ling ring Morn, 
A Grave, nay Hell, 1 find become this Bed, 
This Bed lo gricvouſly where J am torn ; 
But wo * me though thou now brought the Day, 
Day ſhall but ſerve moe Sorrows to diſplay. 


14. SONG. 


T was the Time when to our Northern Pole 
The brighteſt Lamp of Heaven begins to roll, 
When Earth more wanton in new Robes appeareth, 
And ſcorning Skies her Flow'rs in Rain- bows beareth, 
On which the Air moitt Dianionds doth bequeath, 


1 
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| Which quake to feel the kiſſing Zephyrs breath: 


WhenBirds from ſhady Groves their Love forth warble, 

And Sea-like Heaven, Heaven looks like ſmootheſt Mar. 

When I in ſimple Courſe free from all Cares, ( ble 

Far from the muddy World's enſlaving Snares. 

By Ora's flow'ry Banks alone did wander: 

074 that ſports her like to old Meander, 

A Flood more worthy Fame and laſting Praiſe 

Than that which Phaeror's fall ſo high did raiſe ; 

By whoſe pure moving, Glaſs the Milk-white Lillies 

Do dreſs their Treſſes and the Daffadillies. 

W here Ora with a Wood is crown'd about 

And (ſeems) forgets the way how to come out, 

A Place there is, where a delicious Fountain 

Springs from the ſwelling Breaſt of a proud Mountain, 
bulc falling Streams the quiet Caverns wound, 


And make the Eccboes thrill reſound that Sound. 


The Laurel chere the tin ing Chanel graces, 

Ihe Palm her Love with long ftrecch'd Arms embraces, 

The Poplar ſprœads her Branches tothe Sky, 

And hidcs trum nght that azuce Canopy. (riſh, 

The Streams the Trecs, the Trees their leaves ſtill nou- 

T hat Place grave FVVimier finds not without flourin. 
It living Eyes Ely an Fields could ſee 

This lite Arden might Elyſium be, 
Of: did Viana there ber (elf repoſe, 

And Mars the Acidalian Gueen encloſe, 

Tue ubs oft here their Baskets bring with Flow'rs, 

And Anadems weave for their Paramours, 

The Saus in thoſe Shades ate heard to languiſh, 

And make the Shepherds Partners of their anguiſh, 

The Shepberds who in Barks of tender Trees 

Do grave their Loves, Diſda ins and jealouſies: 


Which du, when there by her Flocks ſhe feedeth, 


With Pity now, anon with Laughter readeth. 
Near to this Place; when Sun in midft of Da 
In higheſt top of Heaven bis Coach did ſtay, 
Aud as adviti.g) on bis Career glanced | 
As all aloog, that Mora he had advanced 
His panting Stecds along thole Fields of Lig! t, 
Moſt priucciy looking from that glorious Heights 
Wen mon the Gralhopp. rs are neard in Meadows, 
And lottieſt Pines or ſmall, ot have no ſhadows ; 
It was my Hap, 0 woful Hap! to bide 
Where thickeſt Shades me from all Rays did hide, 
In a fair Arbor, *twas ſome Sy5ivar's Cnamber, 
Whoſe ceiling ipred was with the Locks of Amoer 
Of new bloom' d Sicamores, Fluor wrought with F low'rs, 
More ſweet and rich than thole ia Princes Bow'rs, 
Here Adon bluſh't, and Clisia all amazed 
Lookt pale, with Him Who in the Fountain gazed, 
The Amaranibus(mil'd, and that ſweet Boy 
Which ſometimes was the God of Delos Joy: 
The brave Carnation, ſpeckled Pink here ſhined, 
The Violet her fainting Head declined 
Beneath a ſleepy Chesbow, all of Gold 
The Marigold her Leaves did here unfold. , 
Now while that raviil'd with Delight and Wonder 
Halt in a Trance I lay thoſe Arches under, : 
The Seaſon, Silence, Place began t entice, 
Eyes drowſy Lids to bring Night on their Skies, 
W hich ſoftly having ſtollen themſelves together 
(Like Evening Clouds) me plac'd I wor not whether. 
As Cowards lcave the Fort Which they ſhould keep, 
My Senſes one by one gave place to Sleep, 
W ho followed with a Troop of golden Slumbers 
Thruſt from my quiet Brain all baſe Eacumbers, 
And thrice me touching with his Rod of Gold, 
A Heaven of Vittons in my Temples roll'd, 
To countervail thoſe Pleaſures were bereft me, 
Thus in his ſilent Priſon clos'd he left me. 
Methouy ht through all the neighbour Woods a Noiſe 
Of Cuiriſters, more ſweet than Lute or Voice, 
(For ithole harmonious Sounds to Fove are given 
By the loft Touches of the Nine-firing'd Heaven, 
Such Airs, and nothing elſe) did wound mine Ear, 
No Soul but would become all Ear to hear: 
And whilft { littning lay, O lovely Wonder! 
I ſaw a pleaſant Mirtle cleave aſunder 
A Mirtle great with Birth, from whoſe rent Womb 


Lbree 


Three naked N)mphs more white than Snow forth corti6; 
For Nymphs a ſeem'd, about their heavenly Faces, 
In Waves of Goſd floted their curling Treſſes, Rar 
About their Arms, their Arms more white than Milk 
They bluſhing Armlets wore of crimſon Silk. : 
The Goddeſſes were ſuck that by Scamander, 
Appeared to the Phrygian Alexander: | 
Aglaia and her Sifters ſuch perchance 
Are, when about ſome ſacred Spring they dance. 
But ſcarce the Grove their naked Beauties graced, 
And on the Verdure had each other traced, 
When to the Flood they ran, the Flood in Robes 
Of curling Chriftal their Breafts Irory Globes 
Did all about incirele, yet took pleaſure 
To ſhow white Snows throughout het liquid Azure, 

Look how Prometheus Man when heavenly Fire 
Firſt gave him 11 Days Brandon did admire, 
And wondred at this World's Amphitheater : 
So gaz'd I on thoſenew Gueſts of the Water. 
All Three were fair, yet one excell'd as far 
The reft as Phebus doth the Cyprian Star, 
Or Diamonds, ſmall Gems, or Gems doother, 
Or Pearls that ſhining Shell is call'd their Mother. 

Her Hair more bright thanare the Morning's Beams 
Hung in a golden Shower above the Streams, 
And dangling ſought her fore-head for to cover, 
Which ſeen did ſtraight a Sky of Milk diſcover, 
With two fair Brows, Love's Bows, which never bend 
But that a golden Arrow forth they ſend, | 
Beneath the which two burning Players glancing 
Flaſht Flames of Love, for Love there ftill is dancing. 
Her either Cheek reſembled bluſhing Morn, 
Or Roſes Gules in Field of Lillies born: 
Twixt which an Ivory Wall ſo fair is raiſed, 
That it is but abaſed when it's praiſed, 
Her Lips like Rows of Coral ſoft did ſwell, 
And th* one like th' other only doth excel: \ 
The Brian Fiſh looks pale, pale look the Roſes, 
The Rubies pale, when Mouth's ſweet Cherry cloſes, 
Her Chin like Silver Phebe did appear 8 
Dark in the midſt, to make the reft more clear: 
Her Neck ſeem'd fram'd by curious Phidia's Mafter, 
Moſt ſmooth, moſt white, a Piece of Alabafter. 
Two foaming Billows flow'd upon her Breaſt. 
Which did their tops with Coral red increſt; 
There all about as Brooks them ſport at leiſure, 
With Circling Branches Veins did ſwell in Azure 
Within thoſe Crooks are only found thoſe les 
Which Fortunate the dreaming old World ftiles. 
The refit the Streams did hide, but as a Lilly 
Sunk in a ChriftaFs fair tranſparent Belly. 

I who yet humane Weakneſs did not know, 
(For yet I had notfelr that Archer's Bow, 
Nor could I think that from the coldeft Water 
The winged Yongling burning Flames could ſcatter ) 
On every part my vagabounding Sight 
Did caſt, and drown mine Eyes in ſweet Delight. 
O wondrous thing (ſaid 1) that Beauty's named! 
Now | perceive | heretofore have dreamed, 
And never found in all my flying Days 
Joy unto this, whichonly merits Praiſe. | 

y Pleaſures have been Pains, my Comforts Croſſes, 
My Treaſure Poverty, my Gains but Loſſes. 
O precious Sight ! which none doth elſe deſcry 
Except the burning Sun, and quivering I, 
And yet O dear-bought Sight ! O would for ever 
I might enjoy you, or had joy'd you never! 
O bappy Flood! if ſo ye might abide, 
Yet cver glory of this Moment's Pride, 
Ad jure yuur Killets all tor to behold Her, 
And in their Chriftal Arms to come and fold Her 
And f1.ice ye may not long this Bliſs embrace, 
Draw Thouſand Pourtraits of Her on your Face, 
Fouctraits which in my Heart are more apparent, 
It like ro yours my Brœaſt were but tranſparent, 
O that 1 were while She doth in you play, 
A Dolpnia totranipurt Her to the Seca! 
* none of all thoſc Gods l would Her render, 

tem Ituie to lnde tough ſhould with Her wander. 
On! hal is this: tue more 1 fix fine Eye, 


— 


More fich than Danze's Lap ſpred with her 


Mine Eye the more new Wonders doth eſpy, 


The möté! ipy, the more in uncouth faſhion 
My Soul is raviſh'd in a pleaſant —_ 
But look not Byes, (as more I woul 
A ſound pf ratling Wheels me all diſmaid, | 
And with the found forth from the trembling Buſhes; 
With ſtorm- like Courſe a famptuous Chariot ruſhes; 
A Chariot all of Gold, the Wheels were Gold, 
he Nails and Axel Gold on which it rolFd ; 


he upmoſt part a Scarlet Veil did cover, i 
Lover. 


bave nid * 


In midſt of it in a trinmphing Chair, | 
A Lady fat miraculouſly fair, 

Whoſe penſive Countenance; and looks of Honour 
Do more allure the mind that thinketh on het; 
Than the moſt wanton Face and amorous Eyes, 
That Amathus or flowry Paphos ſees, 7-13 

A Crew of Virgins made a Ring abovt Her, 


The Diamond lhe, they feem the Gold without Her; 


Such Thetis is when to the Billows roar * 
With Mermaids nice ſhe danceth on the Shore: 
So in a ſable Night the Sun's bright Siſter 
Among the leffer twinkling Lights doth gliſter. 
Fair Yokes of Ermeliges. whoſe Colour pals 
The whiteſt Snows On aged Grampius Face, 
More ſwift than Venus Birds this Chariot guided 
To the aſtoniſn'd Banks, where as it bided: | 
But long it did not bide, when poor thoſe Streams 
Ay me, it made, tranſporting thoſe rich Gems, 
And by that Burthen lighter, ſwiftly drived 
Till Cas me thought) it at a Tow'r arrived. 

Upon a Rock of Chriftal ſhining clear 
With Diamonds wrought this Caſtle did appear; 
W hoſe riſing Spires of Gold ſo high them reared; 
That Atlas-like it ſecm'd the Heaven they beareds 
Amidft which Hights, on Arches did ariſe 
( Arches which gilt Flames brandiſh to the Skies} 
Of ſparking Topazes, Proud, Gorgeovs, Ample, 
C Like to a little Heaven) a ſacred Temple. 
The Walls no Windows have, nay all the Wall 


| Is but one Window, Night there doth not fall, 


More when the Sun to Weſtern World's declinethz 


Than in our Zenith when at Noon he ſhineth. 


Two flaming Hills the Paſſage ſtrait defend 
W hich to this radiant Building doth aſcend; 


Upon whoſe Arching tops on a Pilaſter, 4 


A Port ſtands open, frais d in Love's Diſaſter. 

For none that narrow Bridge and Gate can paſs, 

Who have their Faces [cen in Venus Glaſs. 

If thoſe within, but to come forth do venter, 

T hat fiately Place again they never enter. do 

The Precin@s ftrengthned with a Ditch of Fears, 

In which doth ſwella Lake of Inky Tears 

Of madding Lovers, Who abide there moaning, 

And thicken even the Air with piteous Groanings 

This Hold to brave the Skies the Deſtines fram'd, 

And then the Fort of Chaſtity is nam'd. 

The Queen of the third Heaven once to appal it, 

The God of Thrace here brought who could not thrall it; 

For which he vow'd ne're Arms more to put on 

And on Riphean Hills was heard to groan 

Here P/zche*s Lover hurls his Darts at Randon; 

Which all for nought him ſerve, as doth his Brandon. 
What grievous Agony did invade my Mind ? 

When in that Place my Hope I ſaw confin'd, N 

Where with high towring Thoughts I only reach'd her; 

Which did burn up their Wings when they approach 

Me thought I ſet me by a Cypreſs Shade; (here 

And Nigut and Day the Hyacinth there rcad ; 

And that bewailing Nightingales did borrow 

Plaints of my Plaint, and Sorrows of my Sorrow: _ 

My Food was Wormwood, mine own Tears my Drink, 

My Reſt, oa Death and ſad Milhaps to think. 

And for juch Thoughts to have my Heart enlarged, 

And caſe mine Eyes with briny Tribute charged, 

Over a Brook 1 laid my piting Face; 

But tnen the Brook, as gricy'd at my Diſgrace, 

A Face me ſhew'd io pua, lad, over clouded, _ 

That at the Sig ut afraid mine Eyes them ihrowded, 

T his is the Guerdon; Love, this is the Gain; 10 
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In end which to thy Servants doth remain. 

More would I ſay, when Fear made Sleep to leave me, 
And of thoſe fatal Shadows did bereave me. 

But ah alas! inftead to dream of Love, 

And Woes, I now them in Effect did prove: 

For what into my troubled Brain was painted, 
Awak'd I found that Time and Place preſented; 


15, SON. 


H butning Thoughts! now let me take ſome Reft, 
A And your tumultuous Broyls a while appeaſe 3 
Is't not enough, Srars, Fortune, Love moleſt | 
Me all at once, but ye muſt too diſpleaſe ? 

Let Hope; tho falſe, yet lodge withia my Breaft, 
My high Attempt (tho dangerous) yet praiſe z \ 
What tho l trace not rigut Heaven's ſteppy ways, 
It doth ſuffice my Fall ſhall make me bleſt, 
I do not doat on Days, 1 fear not Death, 
So that my Lite be good, 1 wiſh't not long; 
Let me renown'd live from the Vulgar I nrong, 
And when Heaven lifts, recal this borrowed Breath, 
Men but like Viſionsare, Time all doth claim, 
He lives who dies co win a laſting Name. 


16. SON. 


Or Arne, nor Mincius, nor ſtately Tiber, 
Sebetbus, nor the Flood into whoſe Streams 
He tcl} who buint the World with burrowed Beams, 
Gold-rolling, Iagus, Munda, famous ber, 
Sorgue, Rojne, Loire ,Garron, not proud banked Seine, 
Penens, Phafis, Xantbus, humble Ladon, | 
Nor She whole Ny mphs excel her loved Adon, 
Fair Tameſis nor Ii er laige, nor Abine, 
Euphrates, Tigris, Indus, Hermus, Gange. 
Pe arly da pes, Serpent-like Meander, 
The Flood which robved Aero of Leander, 
Nile that far far his hidden Head doth range, 
Have ever had ſo rare a cauſe of Praiſe, 
As UraWhere this Nothern Phenix ſtays. 


17. 5 0 N. 
| TO hear my Plaints fair River Chriſtalline 
Thou in a filent Slumber ſeems to ſtay, 
Delicious Flowers, Lilly and Columbine, 
Ye bow your Heads wien I my Wo-s diſplay. 
Forteſts in you the Mirile, Paim and Bay, 
Have had Compaſsion liſtning to my Groans, 
Tic Winds with Sighs have ſoiemniz'd my Moans 
*Mong leaves which whiſpered what they could not iay, 
The Caves, the Rocks, the Hills, tbe Hans Thrones, 
(As it even Pity did in them appear) 
Have at my Sorrow rent their ruthleſs Stones, 
Each ching I find hath Senſe except my Dear. 
W ho doth not think 1 love, or will not kuow 
My Grief, perchance delighting in my Wo. 


18. SO N. 


V Veet Brook, in whoſe clear Chriftal I my Eyes 
Have oft (een great in Labour of their Tears, 

Enamell'd Bank whoſe ſhining Gravel bears 
Theſe ſad Characters of my Miſeries, 
High Woods, whole mounting Tops menace the Spheres 
VVild Citizens, Ampbions of tne Trees, 
You gloomy Groves at hotteſt Noons which freeze, 
Elyſian Shades which Phebus never clears; 
Vaſt ſolitary Mountains, pleaſant Plains, 
Embroidered Meads that Ocean- ways you reach; 
Hills, Dales, Springs, all whom my ſad Cry conſtrains, 
To take part of my Flaints, and learn woes Speech, 

VVill that remoiſciels Fair ere Piry ſhow ? 

Ot Grace now anſwer if ye ought kuow ; No. 


. 1 9. S 0 N. p 
Ith flaming Horns the Bu now brings the Year, 
' Melc do the Mountains rowling Floods of ſnow, 
Tic tilver Rivers in ſmooth Channels flow, 
The late bare Woods green Anadems do wear, 
The Nightingale forgetting YVVinrer's wo, 
Calls up the lazy Morn her Notes to hear, 
Spread are thoſe Flowers which Names of Princes beat, 


Some red, ſome azure, white, and golden grow. 

Hcrelowes a Heifer, there. bea-wailing ftrays 

A harmleſs Lamb, not far a Stag rebounds ; 

The Shepherds ſing to grazing Flocks ſweet Lays : 

And all about the Ecchoing Air reſounds. | | 
Hills, Dales, Woods, Floods, andev'ry thing doth 
But S in &7gour, I in Love am ſtrange. (change 

SON. 


20. 


| T Hat Iſo ſlenderly ſet forth my Mind 


Writing I wot not what in ragged Rimes, 
O'recharg'd with Braſs in theſe ſo golden Times 
When others rower ſo high, am left behind: 

I crave not Pbæbus leave his ſacred Cell 
To bind my Brows with freſh Aonian Bays; 
But lcav*t to thoſe who tuning ſweetett Lays 
By Tempe ſit, or Aganippe's Well; 
Nor yet to Venus Tree do I aſpire, 
Since She for whom 1 might aff. that Praiſe, 
My beft Attempts with cruel Words gainſays, 
And I ſeek not that others me admire. 
Of weeping My be the Crown is which Icraye, 
Wich a lad Cypreſs toadorn my Grave. 


21. MADRIGAL. 

When as She ſmiles, I fing 

More Ligh: before mine Eyes, 
Than when the Sun from Inde 
Brings to our V Vorld a flowry Paradiſe ; 
But when Sbe gently weeps, 
And pours fortb pearly Showers, 
On Checks tair bluihing Flowers, 

A ſweet Melancholy my Senſes keeps. 


Both feed ſo my Dileaſc, 
7 much both do me plcaſe, 


T hat otc 1 doubt, which more my Heart doth burn 
Love to behold her ſmile, or Puy mourn, - 


22. SON. 


M* Tears may well Numidian Lions tame, 
And Pity breed into the hardeft Heart 

That ever Pyrrba did to Maid impart, 

' V Vken She them fiſt of bluſhing Rocks did frame. 
Ah Eyes! which only ſerve to wail my ſmart, 
How long will you my inward woes proclaim, 
May't not ſuffice you bear a weeping part 
All Night, at Day but you muſt do the ſame ? 
Ceaſe idie Sighs to ſpead your Storms in vain 
And theſe lwcet filent Thickets to moleſt, ö 
Coatain you in the Prilon of my Breaft, 

You do not caſe but aggravate my Pain z 
Or if burſt forth you muſt, that Tempe move 
In fight of her whom I ſo dearly love. 


22 SON, 


Ou reſtleſs Seas, appeaſe your roaring Waves, 
And you who raiſe huge Mountains in that Plain, 

Aii's Trumpcters, your bideous Sounds contain, 
And liften to the Plaints my Grief doth cauſe. 
Eternal Lights / though Adamantine Laws 
Of Deftinics to move ſtill you ordain, 
Tura hither all your Eyes, your Axels pauſe, 
And wonder at the Torments I ſuftain, 
Sad Earth, if thou made dull by my Diſgrace, 
Be not as ſenſelels, ask thoſe Powers above, 
Why they ſo croſt a V Vretch brought on thy Face, 
Fram'd for Mishap, th“ Anachorit of Loye, 

And bid them (that no more Etna's may burn) 
- To Erimamt, or Rbodope me turn. 


24. SON. 

12 with all Mishaps be my poor Life, 

If one ſhort Day l never ſpent in Mirth, 
It my Sp'rit with it ſelf holds laſting Strife, 
If Sorrows Death is but new Sorrows Birth; 
If this vain World be but a mournful Stage, 
Where Slave-born Man plays to the laugding Stars, 
If Youth be toſs d with Love, with Weakneſs Age, 


It Knowledge ſerves to hold our Thoughts in V Vars, 
If Iime can cloſe the hundred Mouths of Fame, 
, | And 
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And make what's long ſince paſt, like that's to be; 
If Virtue only be an idle Name, 
If being born I was but born to die; 
Why ſeek I to prolong theſe loathſome Days? 
The faireſt Roſe in ſhorteſt Time decays, 


$6 SON - 
LL other Beauties, howſo'er they ſhine 
In Hairs more bright than is the golden Ore, 
Or Cheeks more fair than faireſt Eglantine, 
Or Hands like her's that comes the Sun before : 
Match'd with that Heavenly Hue and Shape Divine, 


With thoſe dear Stars which my weak Thoughts adore, 


Look but as Shadows, or if they be more, 
It is io this, that they are like tothine, 
Who ſees thoſe Eyes, their Force that doth not prove ? 
Who gazeth on tne Dimple of that Chin, 
And finds not Venus Son entrench'd therein, 
Or hath not Senſe, or knows not what is Love? 
To ſee thee had Narciſushad the Grace, 
He would have died with wondring on thy Face, 


26. SEXTAIN. 


THe Heaven doth not — ſo many Stars, 
Nor levell'd ly ſo many Leaves in VVoods, 
When Autumn and cold Bore is ſound their VVars; 
So many Waves have not the Ocean Floods, 
As my torn Mind bath Torments all the Niebr, 
And Heart ſpends Sighs, when Pbæbus brings the Light. 


Why was I made a Partner of the Liabt, 

Who croſt in Birth, by bad Aſpet of Stars, 
Have never ſince had happy Day nor Night ? 
Why was not La Liver in the VVoods, 

Or Citizen of Theris Chriftal Floods, | 
But fram'd a Man for Love and Fortuze's VVars ? 


J look each Day when Death ſhould end the /Vars, 
Uncivil Wars *twixt Senſe and Reæaſon's Light ; 

My Pains I count to Mountains, Meads and Floods, 
And of my Sorrow Partners make the Stars, 

All DeſolateI haunt the fearfu! V/oods, 

When I ſhould give my ſelſ to Reſt at Night. 


With watchful Eyes I ne*er behold the Night 
Mother of Peace, but ah! to me of VVars, 

And Cynthia Queen-like ſhining through the VVoods, 
But ſtraight thoſe Lamps come in my Thought, whoſe 
My judgment daz}'d, paſſing brighteſt Stars, ( Lighs 
And then my Eyes in-iſle themſelves with Floods, 


Turn to their Springs again firſt ſhall the Floods, 
Clear ſhall the Sun the ſad and gloomy Night, 
To dance about the Pole ceaſe ſhall the Stars, 
The Elements renew their ancient VVars 

Shall firſt, and be depriv'd of Place and Light, 
E're I find Reſt in City, Fields, or VVoods, 


End theſe my Days you Inmates of the V/Voods, 
Take this my Life ye deep and raging Floods, 
Sun never riſe to clear me with thy Light, 
Horror and Darkneſs keep a laſting Night, 
Conſume me, Care, with thy Inteftine V/ars, 
And ſtay your Influence ov'r me bright Stars. 


In vain the Stars the Inhabitants o'th' VVoods, 
Care, Horror, VVars I call, and raging Floods, 
For all have (worn no Night ſhall dim my Light, 


27. SON. 

Sacred Bluſh, enpurpling Cheeks, pure Skies 

With Crimſon Wings which ſpread thee like the 
O baſhful Look, ſent from thoſe ſhining Eyes, (Morn, 
Which though (lid down on Earth doth Heaven adorn, 
O Tongue in which moſt luſcious Nettar lies, 
That can at once both bleſs and make forlorn, 
Dear Coral Lip, which Beauty beautifies, 
That trembling ſtood befere her Words were born, 
And you her Words, Words, no, but golden Chains 
Which did enſlave my Ears, enſnare my Soul, 


Li 
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Wiſe Image of her Mind, Mind that containg 
A Power all Power of Senſes to controul: 
do [weetly you from Love difſwade do me, 
That I love more, if more my Love can be. 


28 SON. 


Ound hoarſe, ſad Lute, true Witneſs of my Wo, 
And ſtrive no more to eaſe ſelf- choſen Pain, 

With Soul- enchanting Sounds your Accents ſtrain, 
Unto theſe Tears inceſſantly which flow, 
Sad Treble weep, and you dull Baſſes ſhow 
Your Maſters Sorrow in 4 doleful Strain; 
Let never joyful Hand upon you go, 
Nor Conſort keep, but when you do complain, 


| Fly Phezbus Rays, abhor the irkſome Light, 


Wood's ſolitary Shades for thee are beſt, 

Or the black Horrors of the blackeſt Night, 

When all the World ſave thou and I do reſt: 
Then ſound, ſad Lute, and bear a mourning Part, 
Thou Heil canſt move, tho' not a Woman's Heatt. 


29. SON, 


JN vain I haunt the coll and filver Springs, 
To quench the Fever but ning in my Veins, 
In vain (Love's Pilgrim) Mountains, Dalcs and Plains 
Lover- run, vain Help long Abſence brings, 
In vain my Friends your Counſel me conſtrains 
To fly, and place my Thoughts on other Things ; 
Ah! like the Bird that fired hath her Wings, 
The more I move, the greater are my Pains, 
Deſire (alas) Deſire a Zeuxu new, 
From th'0rient borrowing Gold, trom Weſtern Skies 
Heavenly Cinabre, ſets before my Eyes, 
In every place, her Hair, ſweet Look, and Hue: 
That flie, run; reſt, I, all doth prove but vain, 
My Life lyes in thoſe Eyes which have me lain, 


30. SON. 
QLide ſoft fair Forth, and make a Chriſtal Plain, 
Cut your white Locks, and on your foamy Face 
Let nota Wrinkle be, when you embrace 
The Boat that Eartb's Per fectious doth contain. 
Winds wonder, and through wondring hold your Peace: 
Or if that ye your Hearts cannot reſtrain 
From ſending Sighs, feeling 4 Lover's Caſe, 
Sigh, and in her fair Hair your ſelves enchain, 
Or take theſe Sighs which Abſence makes ariſe 
From my oppreſſed Breaſt, and the Sails fill, 
Or ſome ſweet Breath new brought from Paradiſe : 
The Floods do (mile, Love o'er the Winds prevails z 
And yet huge Waves ariſe, the Cauſe js this, 
The Ocean ſtrives with Forth the Boat to kiſs. 


31. SON, 


T Ruſt not, ſweet Soul, thoſe curled Waves of Gold 

With gentle Tides that on your Temples flow, 
Nor Temples ſpread with Flakes of Virgin Snow, 
Nor Snow of Cheeks with Tyrian Grain enrol'd. 


| Truſt not thoſe ſhining Lights which wrought my Woe, 


When firſt I did their azure Rayes behold, 

Nor Voice, whoſe Sounds more ſtrange Effects do ſhow 
Than of the Thracian Harper have been told: 

Look to this dying Lilly, fading Koſe, 

Dark Hyacinth, of late whoſe bluſhing Beams 


| Madeall the neighbouring Herbs and Graſs rejoice, 


And think how little is *twixt;Life*'s Extreams 
The cruel Tyrant that did kill thoſe Flowers, 
Shall once, ay me, not ſpare that Spring of yours. 


$2» S OA. 


Mind's pure Glaſs when I my ſelf behold, 
And lively ſee how my beſt Days are ſpent, 
What Clouds of Care above my Head are rol'd, 
What coming Ill, which I cannot prevent ; 

My Courle begun I wearied do repent, 

And would embrace what Keaſon oft hath told, 
But ſcarce thus think I, when Love hath control'd 
All the beſc Reaſons Keaſon could invent. 
Tho ſure I know my Labour's End is Grief, 
7 more 1 ſtrive that I the more ſhall pine, 
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That only Death ſhall be my laſt Relief: 

Yet when I think upon that Face divine, 

Like one with Arrow ſhot, in Laughter's place, 
Maugre my Heart, I joy in my Diſgrace. 


33. SON. 


Ear Quiriſter, who from thoſe Shadows ſends 
E're that the bluſhing Mora dare ſhew her Light, 
Such ſad lamenting Strains, that Night attends, 
(Become all Ear) Stars ſtay to hear thy Plight. 
If one whoſe Grief even reach of thought tranſcends, 
Who ne*re (not in a Dream) did taſte Delight, 
May thee importune who like Caſe pretends, 
And ſeems to joy in Wo, in Wo's deſpight. 
Tell me (ſo may thou Fortune milder try, 
And long long ſing) for what thou thus complains, 
Since Winter's, gone and Sun in dapled Sky 
Enamout'd (miles on Woods and flowry Plains? 
The Bird, as if my Queſtions did her move, 
With trembling Wings figh'd forth, I love, I love. 


34. SON. 


O0 Cruel Beauty, Sweetneſs inhumane, 

That Night and Day contends with my Deſire, 

And ſeeks my Hope to kill, not quench my Fire, 

By Death, not Balm to eaſe my pleaſant Pain. 

Though ye my Thoughts tread down which would aſpire 

And bound my Bliſs, do not alas diſdain 

'That I your matchleſs Worth and Grace admire, 

And for their Cauſe theſe Torments ſharp ſuſtain, 

Let great Empedocles vaunt of his Death 

Found in the midſt of thoſe Sicilian Flames, 

And Phaeton that Heaven him reft of Breath, 

And Dadal's Son who nam'd the Samian Streams: 
Their Haps I not envy, my Praiſe ſhall be 
That the moſt Fair that lives mov'd me to die. 


35. SOM. 


He Hßyperborean Hills, Ceraunus Snow, 
Or Arimaſpus (cruel) firſt thee bred, 
The Caſpian Tigers with their Milk thee fed, 
And Fawns did humane Blood on the beſtow. 
Fierce 0rithya's Lover in thy bed 
Thee lull'd aſlee p, where he enrag'd doth blow, 
Thou didft not drink the Floods which here do flow, 
But Tears, or thoſe by icy 7anais Head. 
Since thou diſdains my Love, neglects my Grief, 
Laughs at my Groans, and ftill afte&s my Death: 
Of thee,nor Heaven I'll ſeek no more Reliet, 
Nor longer entertain this loathſome Breath; 
But yield unto my Stars, that thou may'ft prove, 
What Loſs thou hadſt in loſing ſuch a Love. 


36. SONG. 


HOEBWUS ariſe, 

And paint the lable Skies 
With azure, white, and red: 
Rowſe Memmon's Mother from her Tithon's Bed, 
That ſhe thy Career may with Roles ſpread, 
The Nightingales thy coming eachwhere ſing, 
Make an eternal Spring; 
Give Life to this dark World which lyeth dead. 
Spread forth thy golden Hair 
In larger Locks than thou waſt wont before, 
And Emperour-like decore 
With Diadem of Pearl thy Temples fair: 
Chaſe hence the ugly Night 
W hich ſerves but to make dear thy glorious Light. 
This is that happy Morn, 
That Day, long-wiſhed Day, 
Ot all my Life ſo dark, 
(If crucl Stars have not my Ruin ſworn, 
And Fates my Hopes betray) 
Which (purely white) deſerves 
Aneverlaſting Diamond ſhould it mark. 
This is the Morn ſhould bring unto this Grove 
My Love, to hear, and recompence my Love. 
Fair King, who all preſerves, 
But ſhow thy bluſhing Beams, 
And thou Two ſweeter Eyes 


Shall ſee than thoſe which by Peneus's Streams 
Did once thy Heart ſurpriſe; 
Nay, Suns which ſhine as clear 
As thou when two thou did'ſt to Rome appear; 
Now Flora deck thy ſelf in faireſt Guiſe, 
If that ye VVinds would hear 
A voice ſurpaſſing far Amphion's Lyre, 
Your furious Chiding ſtay, 
Let Zephyre only breath, 
And with her Treſſes play, 
Kiſſing ſometimes thoſe purple Ports of Death. 
The VVinds all ſilent are, 
And Phebus in his Chair 
Enſaffroning Sea and Air, 
Makes vaniſh every Star: 
Night like a Drunkard reels 3 
Beyond the Hills to ſhun his flaming Wheels: 
The Fields with Flow'rs are deckt in every Hue, 
The Clouds with Orient Gold ſpangle their blue; 
Here is the pleaſant Place, 
And nothing wanting is ſave She alas. 


37. SON. 


Ho hath not ſeen into her ſaffron Bed 

The Morning's Goddeſs mildly her repoſe, 
Or her of whoſe pure Blood firſt ſprang the Roſe 
Lull'd in a Slumber by a Mirtle ſhade ? 

Who hath not ſeen that ſleeping white and red, 
Makes Phe be look ſo pale, which ſhe did cloſe 

In that Fonian Hill, to eaſe her Woes, 

Which only lives by her dear Kiſſes fed? 

Come but and ſee my Lady ſweetly ſleep, 

The ſighing Rubies of thoſe heavenly Lips, 

The Cupids which Breaſts golden Apples keep, 
Thoſe Eyes which ſhine in midft of their Eclipſe 2 
And he them all ſhall ſee, perhaps and prove 

She waking but perſwades, now forceth Love. 


38. SON. 


Ee Citherera*s Birds, that milk. white Pair 
On yonder leavy Mirile Tree which groan, 

And waken with their Kiſſes in the Air 
Th' enamour'd Zephyres murmuring one by one; 
It thou but Senſe had'ſt like PigmdTion's Stone, 
Or hadft not ſeen Meduſz's ſnaky Hair, 
Love's Leſſons thou might'ſt learn: and, learn ſweet Fair, 
To Summers Heat, ere that thy Spring be grown, 
And if thoſe kiſſing Lovers ſeem but cold, 
Look how that Elme this Iuy doth embrace, 
And binds and claſp with many a wanton Fold, 
And courting Sleep, o'reſhadows all the Place; 

Nay, ſeems to ſay, dear Tree, we ſhall not part, 

In Sign whereof, 10 in each Leaf a Heart. 


39. SON. 


He Sun is fair when he with crimſon Crown, 
And flaming Rubies leaves his Eaſtern Bed, 
Fair is Ibaumantias in her Chriſtal Gown, 
When Clouds engem m'd ſhew Azure, Green and Red. 
To Weſtern Worlds when wearied Day goes down, 
And from Heaven's Windows each Star ſhows her Head, 
Earth's ſilent Daughter, Night, is fair tho' brown, 
Fair is the Moon though in Love's Livery cled. 
The Spring is fair when it doth paint April, 
Fair are the Meads, the VYoods, the Floods are fair, 
Fair looketh Ceres with her Yellow Hair, 
And Apple's-Queen when Koſe-cheek'd ſhe doth ſmile. 
That Heaven and Earth, and Seas are fair is true, 
Yet true that all not pleaſe ſo much as you- 


40. MADRIGAL, 
| Bas the Idalian Queen 


Her hair about her Eyne, 
And Neck, on Breaſts ripe Apples to be ſeen, 
At firſt Glance of the Morn, 
In Cyprus Gardens gathering thoſe fair Flowers 
Which of her Blood were born, 
I ſaw, but fainting ſaw my Paramours. 
The Graces naked danc'd about the Place, 
The VVind and Trees amaz'd 


With 


* 


— — 


MEET YN 


With Silence on her gaz'd, 
The Flowers did ſmile like thoſe upon her Face, 


And as their Aſpin ftalks thoſe Fingers bind, 
That ſhe might read my Caſe 


I wiſh'd to be a Zyacinth in her Hand. 


41. SON, 


Hen is ſhe gone? O Fool and Coward 1! 
O good Occaſion loſt, ne'er to be found! 

What fatal Chains have my dull Senſes bound, 
When beft they might; that did not Fortune try ? 
Here is the fainting Graſs where She did lie, 
With Roſes here ſhe ſtelliſy'd the Ground, 
She fix dd her Eyes on this yet ſmiling Pond, 
Nor time, nor place ſeem'd ought for to deny. 
Too long, too long Keſpe# Ido embrace, 
Your Counſel full of Threats and ſharp Diſdain, 
Diſdain in her ſweet Heart can have no Place, 
And — come there, muſt ſtraight retire again: 

Henceforth Reſpect farewell, I've heard it told 

Wholives in Love can never be too bold, 


42. SON. 


Hat cruel Star into this World me brought ? 

| What gloomy Day did dawn to give me Light ? 

Whatunkind Hand to nurſe me (Orphan) ſought, 

And would not leave me in eternal Night? 

What thing ſo dear as I hath Efſence bought? 

The Elements dry, humid, heavy, light, 

The ſmalleft living Things which Nature wrought, 

Be freed of Wo, if they have ſmall Delight, 

Ab only I abandon'd to Deſpair, | | 

Nail'd to my Torments in pale Z#orror*s Shade, 

Like wand'ring, Clouds ſee all my Comforts fled, 

And Ill on Ill with Hours my Life impair ; 
The Heavens and Fortune which were wont to turn, 
Stay in one Manſion fixt to cauſe me mourn. 


43. SON. 


Ear Eye, which deign'ft on this ſad Monument, 
The ſable Scroll of my Miſhaps to view, 


 Thovgh it with mourning Mules Tears be ſpent, 


And darkly drawn, which is not feign'd, but true 3 

If thou not dazFd with a Heavenly Hue, 

And comely Feature, didft not yet lament, 

But happy lives unto thy ſelf content, 

O ler not Love thee to his Laws ſubdue. 

Look on the woful Ship-wrack of my Youth, 

And let my Ruines thee for Beacon ſerve, 

To ſhun this Rock Capbarean of Untruth, 

And ſerve no God which doth his Church-men flarve: 
His Kingdom's but of Plaints, his Guerdon Tears, 
What he gives more is Jealouſies and Fears. 


44 MAD. 
O the delightful Green 

Of your fair radiant Een, 
Let each black yield beneath the ſtarry Arch. 
Eyes burniſht Heavens of Love, * 
Sinople Lamps of Fove, (parch: 
Save all thoſe Hearts which with yout Flames You 
Two burning Suns you prove; ; 
All other Eyes compar'd with you, dear Lights, 
Are Hells, or if not Hells, yet dumpiſh Nights. 
The Heavens [if we their Glaſs 
The Sea believe] are green not perfect blue 
They all make fair what ever fair yet was, 
And they are fair becauſe they look like you. 


| 45. SON. 5 

NU Nymphs,which haunt this chriftal 
And happy in theſe floatingBowers abide, (Brook, 

W here trembling Roofs of Trees from Sun you hide, 

Which make Idæan Woods in every Crook; 

Whether ye Garlands for your Locks provide, 

Or pearly Letters ſeek in ſandy Book, 

Or count your Loves when Ther was a Bride, 

Lift up your golden Heads and on me look. 

Read in mine Eyes my agonizing Cares, 

And what ye read, recount to her again: 


hs. 


Fair Nymphs, ſay all theſe Streams are but my Tears, 
And if ſhe ask you how they ſweet remain, 
Tell that the bitt*reſt Tears which Eyes can pour, 
When ſhed for her can be no longer ſowre, 


46. SON. 


Qi: whoſe fair Flowers no Autumn makes decay; 
Whoſe Hue Celeſtial earthly Hues doth ſtain, 

Into a pleaſant odoriferous Plain | 

Did walk alone to brave the Pride of May; 

And whilſt through flowry Lifts ſhe made her Way, 

That proudly ſmil'd her Sight to entertain, 

Lo, unawares where Love did hid remain | 

She ſpied, and ſought to make of him her Prey: 

For which of golden Locks a faireft Hair 

To bind the Boy ſhe took, but he atraid 

At her Approach ſprang (ſwiftly in the Air, 

And mounting far from Reach,lookt back and ſaid, 
Why ſhouldſt thou ſweet, me ſeek in Chains to bind; 
Sith in thy Eyes I daily am confin'd ? 


| 47. M AD. 
a Roſe, whence isthis Hue 
Which does all Hues excell ? 
Whence this moſt fragrant Smell? * 
And whence this Form and gracing Grace in you? 
In flowry Pæſtum's Fields perhaps you grew, 
Or Hbla's Hills you bred, 
Or Odoriferous Enna's Plains you fed, | 
Or Tmolus, or where Boar young Adon flew 
Or hath the Queen of Love you dy'd of new 
In that dear Blood, which makes you look ſo red? 
No, none of thoſe, but cauſe more high you bliſt; 
My Lady's Breaſt you bore, her Lips you kiſt. 


48. M AD. 
O* this cold World of ours, 
Flow'r of the Seaſons, Seaſon of the Flowr's; 
Sun of the Sun, ſweet Spring, 
Such hot and burning Days why doſt thou bring? 
Is it becauſe theſe high Eternal Powr's 
Flaſh down that Fire this World environing ? 
Or that now P:ebus keeps his Sifter's Sphere ? 
Or doth ſome Phaeton 
Enflame the Sea and Air? 
Orrather is't not Uſher of the Year, 
Or that laſt Day among the Flow'rs alone 
Unmask'd thou ſaw'ſt my Fair? 
And whilſt thou on her gaz'd ſhe did thee burn; 
And to thy Brother Summer doth thee turn, 


49* SON. 


3 Wood, and you ſweet ſolitary Place, 
WherelI eſtranged from the Vulgar live, 
Contented more with what your Shades me give, 
Than if I had what Ther# doth embrace: 
What ſnaky Eye grown jealous of my Peace, 
Now from your ſilent Horrours would me drive, 
When Sun advancing in his glorious Race 
Beyond the Twins, doth near our Pole arrive. 
What ſweet Delight a quiet Life affords, 
And what itis to be from Bondage free, | 
Far from the madding Worldling's hoarſe Diſcordsg 
Sweet flowry Place, I firſt did learn of thee. 
Ah! ifI were mine own, your dear Reſorts 
L would not change with Princes ſtateli'ſt Courts. 


50. SON. 


AH 1 who can ſee thoſe Fruits of Paradiſe, 
Ccoleftial Cherries which ſo ſweetly (well, _ 

That Sweetneſs ſelf confin'd there ſeems to dwell, 

And all thoſe ſweeteſt Parts about deſpiſe? 

Ah who can ſee and feel no Flame ſurpriſe 

His hard*ned Heart? For me, alas! too well 

I know their Force, and how they do excell, | 
Now through Deſire I burn, and now I freeze, 

| Idie (dear Life) unleſs to me be given 

As many Kiſſes as the Spring hath Flow'rs, 

Or there be ſilver Drops in rw Show'rs, 


— 


Or Stars there be in all embracing Heaven; 


B 2 And 
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And if diſpleas'd ye of the Match complain, 
Ye ſhall have leave to take them back again. 


5t. SON, 


S't not enough (ay me!) me thus to ſee 
Like ſome Heaven-baniſh'd Ghoſt ſtill wailing go, 

A Shadow which your Rays do only ſhow ; 
To vex me more unleſs you bid me die; 
What could ye worſe allot unto your Foe ? 
But die will I, fo ye will not deny 
That Grace to me which mortal Foes even try. 
To chuſe what ſort of Death ſhall end my Woe. 
Oace did I find that whiles you did me kiſs. 
Ye gave my panting Soul ſo ſweet a Touch, 
That half I ſwoon'd in midſt of all my Bliſs, 
I do but crave my Death's Wound may be ſuch: 

For though by GriefI die not and annoy, 

Ist not enough to die through too much Joy? 


52. M AD. 

Nhappy Light, | 

Do not approach to bring the woful Day, 
When I muſt bid foray 
Farewel to her, and live in endleſs Plight. 
Fair Moon with gentle Beams, 
The Sight who never mars, : 
Clear long Heaven's ſable Vault,and you bright Stars, 
Your goldcn Locks long View in Earth's pure Streams, 
Let Phebuznever riſe | 
To dim your watchful Eyes; 
Prolong, alas! prolong my ſhort Delight, 
And if ye can, make an eternal Night. 


03» SO. 


Ith Grief in Heart, and Tears in ſwelling Eyes, 
When U to her had given a ſad Fatewel, 
Cloſe ſealed with a Kiſs, and Dew which fell 
On my elſe moiftned Face from Beauty's Skies; 
So ſtrange Amazement did my Mind ſurpriſe, 
That at each Pace I fainting turn'd again, 
Like one whom a Torpedo ſtupifies, 
Not feeling Honour's Bit, nor Reaſon's Rein: 
But when herce Stars to part me did conſtrain, 
With back-catt Looks I buth envy*d and blels'd 
The happy Walls and Place did her contain, 
Untill my Eyes that fly ing Object mils'd 3 
So wailing parted Garymede the fair, 
When Eagle's Talons bore him through the Air. 


54. SEXTAIN. 


ne is my Delight and only Pleaſure, 
Ser e laſt of 0 ay Rotes the cheartul Sun : 
That clear'd my Life's dark Sphere, Nature's ſweet 
Moredear to me than all beneath the Moon, ( Treaſure, 
What reſteth now,but that upon this Mountain 
I weep, till Heaven transform me to a Fountain? 


Freſh, fair, delicious, chriſtal, pearly Fountain, 
On whole ſmooth Face to look ſhe oft took Pleaſure, 
Tell me (ſo may thy Streams long chear this Mountain 
So Serpent ne'er thee ſtain, nor ſcorch thee Sun, 

So may with wat'ry Beams thee kiſs the Moon ) 
Poſt thou not mourn to want ſo fair a Treaſure ? 


While ſhe here gaz'd on thee, rich Tagus Treaſure, 
Thou needed'ft not envy, nor yet the Fountain, 
In wkich the Hunter ſaw that naked Moon, 
Abſence hath robb'd thee of thy Wealth and Pleaſure, 
And I remain like Marigold of Sun a 
Depriv'd, that dies by Shadow of ſome Mountain. 


Nymphs of the Forreſts, Nymphs who on this Mouy. 
Are woit to dance, ſhewing your Beauty's Ireaſure(tain 
To Goat-fect Sylvans ard the wondring Fux, 

When £2 you gather Flowers about this Fountain, 
Bid her tarewel}, who placed here her Pleaſure, 
And ſing her Praiſes to the Stars and Moon. 


Among the leſſer Lights as is the Moon, : 
Bluſhing through mutiling Clouds on Larmos Mountain 


Oc when ſhe views her ſilver Locks for Pleaſure, 
In Thetis Streams, proud of ſo gay a Treaſure, 
Such was my Fair when ſhe ſat by this Fountaiy, 
With other Nymphs to ſhun the amorous Suu. 


As is our Earth in Abſence of the Sun, 
Or when of Sun deprived is the Moon, 
As is without a verdant Shade a Fountain, 
Or wanting Graſs, a Mead, a Vale, a Mountain; 
Sach is my State, bereft of my dear Treaſure, 
To know Whoſe only Worth was all my Pleaſure, 


Ne*er think of Pleaſure, Heart, Eyes ſhun the Sun, 
Tears be your Treaſure, which the wandring Moon 
Shall ſee you ſhed by Mountain, Vale and Fountain, 


5. SON. 


Window ſometime which ſerved for a Sphere, 

To that dear Planet of my Heart, whoſe Light 
Made often bluſh the glorious Queen of Night, 
While ſhe in thee more beauteous did appear, | 
V V hat mourning Weeds alas! doſt thou now wear? 
How loathſome to my Eyes is thy ſad Sight? 

How poorly looks thou, with what heavy Chear, 
Since ſet's that Sun which made thee ſhine ſo bright? 
Unhappy, now thee cloſe, for as of late 
To wond'ring Eyes thou wert a Paradiſe, 
Bereft of her who made thee fortunate, 
A Gult thouart whence Clouds of Sighsariſe : 

But unto none ſo noiſome as to me, 

Who hourly ſees my murdered Joys in thee. 


56, SOM. 


Ow many times Night's filent Queen her Face 
Hath hid, how oft with Stars in Silver Mask, 
In Heaven's great Hall, ſhe hath begun her Task, 
And chear'd the waking Eye in lower Place? 
How oft the Sun hath made by Heaven's ſwift Race 
The happy Lover to forſake the Breaſt 
Ot his dear Lady, wiſhing in the Weſt, _. 
His Golden Coach to run had larger ſpace ? 
Lever count and tell, ſince I, alas, 12 50 
Did bid Farewel to my Heart's deareſt Gueſt, 
The Miles I number, and in mind I chaſe, 
The Floods and Mountains hold me from my reſt. 
But wo is me, long count and count may I, 
E'er 1 ſee her whole Abſence makes me die. 


$7, SUN. 


O Death ſome tell, ſome of the cruel Pain 
Which that bad Cratts-man in his Work did try, 
When [a new Moafier] Flames once did conſtrain 
A humane Corps to yield a bellowing Cry. 
Some tell of thoſe in burning Beds who lie, 
Becauſe they durſt in the Phlegrean Plain 
The mighty Ruler of the Skies defie, 
And hiege thoſe chriftal Tow'rs which all contain, 
Another counts of Phlzgeton's hot Floods, 
The Souls which drink /xion's endleſs Smart, 
And his who feeds a Vultur with his Heart, 
One tells of Spectres in enchanted Woods: 
Of all thoſe Pains th* extreameſt who would prove, 
Let him be abſent and but burn in Love. 


58. SON. 


[8 Air,precious Hair,which Mida's Hand did ftrain, 
& Part ofthe Wreath ot Gold that crowns thoſe 
Which Winter's whiteft white in whiteneſs ſta in, (Brous 
And Lilly by Eridan's Bank that grows, 
Hair fatal preſent, which firſt causd my Woes, 
When looſe ye hang like Danae's golden Rain, 
Sweet Nets which [weetly do all Hearts enchain; 
Strings, deadly Strings, with which Love bends his 
How are ye hither come, tell me O Hair? Bows, 
Dear Armelet, for what were thus ye given? 
I kvow, a Badge of Bondage IL you wear, 
Yet Hair for you, O that I werea Heaven! 

Like Berenice*s Locks, that ye might ſhine, 

(But brighter far) about this Arm of mine. 


59. S0 N. 
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59. SON, 


A theſe the flowry Banks ? Is this the Mead 
Where ſhe was wont to paſs the pleaſant Hours ? 
Was't here her Eyes exhal'd mine Eyes ſalt Showr*s, 
And on her Lap did lay my wearied Head ? 
Is this the goodly Elm did us o'reſpread, 
Whoſe tender Rind, cut forth in curious Flowt's 
By that white Hand, contains theſe Flames of ours ? 
Is this the murmuring Spring us Muſick made ? 
Deflouriſht Mead, where is your heavenly Hue ? 
And Bank, that Arras did you late adorn ! 
How look*# thou Elm, all withered and forlorn ? 
Only ſweet Spring nought alter ſeems in you. 
But while here chang'd each other Thing appears, 
To ſalt your Streams take of mine Eyes theſe Tears, 


60. 80 N. 


ALexinbere ſhe ſtayꝰ d, among theſe Pines, 
Sweet Hermitreſs ſhe did alone repair 
Here did ſhe ſpread the Treaſure of her Hair, 
More rich than that brought from the Colchian Mines. 
Here fat ſhe by theſe Musket Eglantines, 
The happy Flow'rs ſeem yet the Print to bear, 
Her Voice did ſweeten here thy ſug*red Lines, 
To which Winds, Trees, Beaſts, Birds, did lend an Ear. 
She here me firſt perceiv'd, and here a Morn 
Of bright Carnations did ofreſpread her Face: 
Here did ſhe ſigh, here firſt my Hopes were born, 
Here firft I got a Pledge of promis*'d Grace: 
But ah! what ſerves*t t*have been made happy lo ? 
Since paſſed Pleaſures double but new Woe. 


61. SON. 
Lace me where angry Iitan burns the Moor, 
P And thirſty Africk fiery Monflers brings, 


Or where the New-born Phenix ſpreads her Wings, 


And Troopsof wondring Birds her light adore; 
Place me by Gange or Inde's enammell*d Shore, 
Where ſmiling Heav*ns on Earth cauſe double Springs, 
Place me where Neptune's Quire of Syrens ſings, 
Or where made hoarſe through Cold he leaves to roar : 
Place me where Fortune doth her Darlings crown, 
A Wonder or a Spark in Envie's Eye, 
Or you outragious Fates upon me frown, 
Till Pity wailing ſee diſaſtred me; 

Aﬀection's Print my Mind ſo deep doth prove, 

I may forget my ſelf, but pot my Love. 


622 MADRIG AL. 


He Ivory, Coral, Gold, 
Of Breaſt, of Lips, of Hair, 
So lively Sleep doth ſhow to inward Sight, 
That wake I think I hold 
No 278 but my Fair: 
My ſelf ſo to deceive N 
With long ſhut Eyes I ſhun the irkſome Light. 
Such Pleaſure here I have + © 
Delighting in falſe Gleams, 
If Death Sleep's Brother be, | 
And Souls bereft of Senſe have ſo ſweet Dreams, 
"How could I wiſh thus ftiil to dream and die. 


63. SON. 


Ame, who with golden 


Fame, in one Place who reſtleſs doth not ſtay 

Till taou haſt flown from Atlas unto Gange; 

Fame, Enemy to Time, that ſtill doth change,, 
And in his changing Courſe would make Decay 
What here below he findeth in his Way, 

Even making Virtue to her ſelf look ſtrange: 
Daughter of Heaven; now all thy Trumpets ſound, 
Raiſc up thy Head unto the higheſt Sky, 

Wich Wonder blaze toe Gifts in her are found, 

And when ſhe from this mortal Glob ſhall fly, 


Wings abroad doth range, 
Where Phebus leaves the Night or brings the Day, 


6 4. SON. 


Et Fortune triumph now, and I ſing, . 
Sith I muſt fall beneath this Load of Cate, 

Let her what moſt I prize ofevTy thing 
Now wicked Trophees in her Temple rear. 
She who high Palmy Empires doth not ſpare, 
And tramples in the Duft the proudeft King, 
Let her vaunt how my Bleſs ſhe did impair, 
To what low Ebb ſhe now my Flow doth bring. 
Let her count how (a ngw Ixion) Me, 
She in her Wheel did turn, how high nor low 
I never ftood, but more to tortur'd be. 
Weep Soul, weep plaintful Soul, thy Sorrows know. 

Weep, of thy Tears till a black River ſwell, 

Which may Cocytus be to this thy Hell, 


65. SON. 
() Night, clear Night, O dark and gloomy Day! 
O wofull Waking! O Soul-pleafing Sleep ! 

O ſweet Conceits which in my Brains did creep! 
Yet ſowr Conceits which went ſo ſoon away. 
A Sleep I had more then poor Words can ſay, 
For clos'd in Arms (me thought) I did thee keep, 
A ſorry Wretch plung'd in Misfortunes deep. 
Am I not wak'd ? when Light doth Lies bewray. 
O that that Night had ever ftill been black 
O that that Day had never yet begun 
And you mine Eyes would ye no Time ſaw Sun! 
To have your Sun in ſuch a Zodiack: 

Lo, what is good of Life is but a Dream, 

When Sorrow is a never · ebbing Stream. 


66. MAD RIG AI. 
1 Fear not henceforth Death, 

Sith after this Departure yet I breath, 
Let Rocks, and Seas, and Wiad, 
Their higheſt Treaſons ſhow, 
Let Sky and Earth com bind, 
Strive (if they can) to end my Life and Woe: 


_ , 


Sith Grief cannot, me nothing can o'rethrow, 


Or if that ought can cauſe my fatal Lot, 
It will be when I hear Iam forgot. 


9... SUM 
8 O grievous is my Pain, ſo painful Life, 
That oft 1 find me in the Arms of Death, 


| But( Breath half gone) that Tyrant called Death, 


Who others kills, reſtoreth me to Life: 
For while I think how Woe ſhall end with Life, 
And that I quiet Peace ſhall joy by Death, NS 
That Thought ev'n doth ov'rpow'r the Pains of Death, 
And call me home again to loathed Life: 
Thus doth mine Evil tranſcend both Life and Death, 
While no Death is ſo bad as is my Life, 
Nor no Life ſuch which doth not end by Death, 
And Protean Changes turn my Death and Life ; 

O happy thole who in their Birth find Death, 

Sith but to languiſh Heaven affordeth Life, 


68. SON. 


I Curſe the Night, yet doth from Day me hide, 
The Pandionian Birds I tyre with Moans, 

The Eccho's even are weari'd with my Groans, 

Since Abſence did me from my Bliſs divide. 

Each Dream, each Toy, my Reaſon doth affright, 

And when Remembrance reads the curious Scroul 

Of paſt Contentments cauſed by her Sight, 

Then bitter Anguiſh doth invade my Soul, 

While thus I live Eclipſed of her Light. 

( O me !) what bettet am Ithen the Mole? 

Or thoſe whoſe Zenith is the only Pole, 

Whoſe Hemiſphere is hid with ſo long Night? 
Save that in Earth herefts, they hope tor Sun, 
I pine, and find mine endleſs Night begun. 


in thy wide mouth keep long, keep long her Name, 
So thou by her. ſhe by thee live ſhall Fame. 


MAD 
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69. MAD RIG AL. 


＋Ritons, which bounding dive 
T 2 Ne ptune's liquid Plain, 
When as ye ſhall arrive 


| With tilting Tides where ſilver or plays, 
And to your King his watry Tribute pays, 
Tell how I dying live, | 
And burn in midſt of all the coldeſt Main. 


P O E M 8. 
The Second Part. 


Is SONNET. 


Oe mortal Glory O ſoon darkned Ray 
O poſting Joys of Man! more ſwift than Wind, 
O fond Deſires ! which wing'd with Fancies ftray, 
O traitrous Hopes! which do our Judgments blind: 
Lo, in a Flalh that Light is gone away, 
Which dazle did each Eye, delight each Mind, 
And with that Sun (from whence it came) combin*d, 
Now makes more radiant Heavens eternal Day. 
Let Beauty now bedew her Cheeks with Tears, 
Let widow'd Mu ſick only roar and plain: 
Poor Virtue get thee Wings, and mount the Spheres, 
Aud let thiaeonly Name on Earth remain. 
Death hath thy Temple raz'd, Loves Empire foil'd, 
The World of Honour, Worth, and Sweetneſs ſpoil'd. 


2. SON. 
1 Eyes, thoſe ſparkling Saphires of Delight, 


Which thouſand thouſand Hearts did ſet on Fire, 

Of which that Eye of Heaven which brings the Light, 
Oft Jealous, ſtayed amaz'd them to admire, 
Fhat living Snow, thoſe Crimſon Roſes bright, 
Thoſe Pearls, thoſe Rubies which enflam'd Deſire, 
Thoſe Locks of Gold, chat Purple afir of Tyre, 
Are wrapt (ay me!) up in eternal Night, 
What haſt thou more to vaunt of, wretched World, 
Sith ſhe who cauſed all thy Bliſs is gone? 
Thy ever - burning Lamps, Rounds ever - whorlꝰd 
Cannot unto thee modell ſuch a one: 

Or if they ſhould ſuch Beauty bring on Earth, 

They ſhould be forc'd again to give her Birth. 


3. SON. 


Fate, conjur*d to pour your worſt on me? 
O rigorous Rigour which doth all confound !“ 


With cruel Hands ye have cut down the Tree, 

And Fruit with Leaves have ſcatrer'd on the Ground, 

A little Space of Earth my Love doth bound, 

That Beauty which did raiſe it to the Sky, 

Turn'd in diſdained Duſt, now low doth ly, 

Deat to my Plaints, and ſenſeleſs of my Wound, 

Ah! did I live for this? ah! did I love? 

And was't for this (fierce Powers) ſhe did excell, 

That ere ſhe well the Sweets of Life did prove, 

She ſhould (too dear a Gueſt) with Darkneſs dwell ? 
Weak Influence of Heaven! what fair is wrought, 
Falls in che Prime, and paſſeth like a Thought. 


4. SON. 


Woful Life! Life, no, but living Death, 
* Frail Boat of Chrittal in a rocky Sea; 

A Gem expos'd to Fortune's ftormy Breath, 
Which kept with Pain with Terror doth decay: 
The falſe Delights, true Woes thou doft bequeath 
My all-appalled Mind ſo do affray, 
That I thoſe envy who are laid in Earth, 
And pity thoſe who run thy dreadtull Way. 


i 


-When did mine Eyes behold one chearful Morn? 
When had my toſſed Soul one Night of Reft ? 
When did not angry Stars my Projects ſcorn? 

O! now I find what is for Mortals beſt: 
Even, fince our Voyage ſhameful is, and ſhort, 
Soon to ſtrike Sail, and periſh in the Port. 


5. SON. 


Iſſolve, my Eyes, your Globes in briny Streams, 
And with a Cloud of Sorrow dim your Sight, 
The Sun's bright Sun is ſet, of late whoſe Beams 
Gave Luſtre to your Day, Day to your Night. 
My Voice, now cleave the Earth with Anathems, 
Roar for a Challenge inthe World's Deſpight, 
Till that diſguiſed Grief is her — — 
That Life a Slumber is of fearfull Dreams; 
And woful Mind abhor to think of Joy, 
My Senſes all from Comſorts all you hide, 
Accept no Object but of black Annoy, (wide, 
Tears, Plaints, Sighs, mourning Weeds, Graves gaping 
I have nought left to with, my Hopes are dead, 
And all with her beneath a Marble laid. 


6. SON. 


S. Soul, which in the April of thy Years, 

For to enrich the Heaven mad'ſt poor this Round, 

And now wich flaming Rays of Glory crown'd 

Moft bleſt abides above the Sphere of Spheres 

If Heavenly Laws, alas! have not thee bound 

From looking to this Globe that all up bears, 

IfRuth and Pity there above be found, - 

O daign to lend a Look unto theſe Tears, 

Do not diſdain (dear Ghoſt ) this Sacrifice, 

And though I raiſe not Pillars to thy Praiſe, 

My Off rings take, let this for me ſuffice, 

My Heart a living Pyramide 1 raiſe; ( green, 
And whilſt King's Tombs with Lawrells flouriſh 
Thine ſhall with Mirtles and theſe Flowers be ſeen» 


7. SON. 
8 Spring, thou turn*ſt with all thy goodly train, 
thy head with flames, thy mantle bright with flowrs, 

The Zephyres curl the green Locks of the Plain, 
The Clouds for Joy in Pearls weep down their ſhowrs, 
Turn thou, ſweet Youth ? butah ! my plealant Hours 
And happy Days with thee come not again, 
The ſad Memorials only of my Pain 
Do with thee turn, Which turn my ſweet to ſowr's. 
Thou art the ſame which ftill thou wert before, 
Delicious, luſty, amiable, fair, 
But ſhe whoſe Breath embalm*d thy wholſome Air 
Is gone; nor Gold, nor Gems can her reſtore. 

Ne glected Virtue, Seaſons go and come, 

While thine forgot lie cloſed in a Tomb. 


„„ 
yy Hat doth it ſerve to ſee the Suns bright Face? 


And Skies enamell*d with the Indian Gold? or 
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Or jetty Moon at Night in Chariot roll'd, 

And all the Glory of that ſtarry Place? 

What doth it ſerve Earth's Beauty to behold ? 

The Mountains Pride, the Meadows flow'ry Grace, 

The ftately Comelineſs of Forreſts old, 

The Sport of Floods, which would themſelves embrace? 

What doth it ſerve to hear the Sylvans Songs, 

The cheerful Thruſh, the Nighting ale*s ſad Strains, 

Which in dark Shades ſeem to deplore my Wrongs ? 

For what doth ſerve all that this World contains ? 
Since ſhe, for whom thoſe once to me were dear, 
Can have no Part of them now with me here. 


9. MAD. 
His Life which ſeems ſo fair, 
Is likea Bubble blowa up in the Air, 

By ſporting Childrens Meath, 
W ho chaſe it every where, 
And ftrive who can moſt Motion it bequeath. 
And though it ſometime ſeem of its own Might, 
Like to an Eye of Gold to be fixt there, 
And firm to hover in that empty Height; 
That only is, becauſe it is ſo light. 
But in that Pomp it doth not long appear; 
For when 'tis moſt admired, in a Thought, 
Becauſe it earſt was nought, it turns to nought. 


10. SON. 


Y Lute, be as thou wert when thou did grow 
With thy green Mother in ſome ſhady Grove, 
When immelodious Winds but made thee move, 
And Birds their Ramage did on thee beftow. 
Since that dear Voice which did thy Sounds approve, 
Which wont in ſuch harmonious Strains to flow, 
Is reft from Earth to tune thoſe _— above, 
What art thou but a Harbinger of Woe ? | 
Thy pleaſing Notes be pleaſing Notes no more, 
But Orphans V Vailingsto their fainting Ear, 
Each Stroke a Sigh, each Sound draws forth a Tear, 
For which be ſilent as in Woods before : 
Or if that any Hand to touch thee daign, 
Like widow'd Turtle fill her Loſs complain. 


11. SON. 


H Handkercheif ! ſad Preſent of my Dear, 
Gift miſerable, which doth now remain 

The only Guerdon of my helpleſs Pain, 
When I thee got thou ſheweſt my State too clear, 
I never ſince have ceaſed to complain, 
I fince the Badge of Grief did ever wear, 
Joy in my Face durſt never ſince appear. 
Care was the Food which did me entertain, 
But ſince that thou art mine, O do not grieve, 
"That I this Tribute pay thee for mine Een, 
And that I (this ſhort Time I am tolive ) 
Laundre thy filken Figures in this Brine; 

No, I muſt yet even beg ot thee the Grace, 

That in my Grave thou daign to ſhroud my Face. 


12. MAD. 
Rees happier far than I, 
Which have the Grace to heave your Heads ſo 
And overlook thoſe Plains : (high, 
Grow till your Branches kiſs that lofty Sky, 


Which her ſweet (elf contains. ' 
There make her know mine endleſs Love and Pains, 


And how theſe Tears which from mine Eyes do fall, 


Help you to riſe ſo tall: : 
Tell her, as once I for her ſake loy d Breath, 


So for her ſake I now court lingring Death, 


13, SONG. 


Ad Damon being come, 
To that for ever la mentable Tomb, 
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Which theſe eternal Powers that all controul, 
Vato his living Soul, 5 

A melancholy Priſon had preſcrib'd ; 

Of Colour, Heat, and Motion depriv'd, 

In Arms weak, fainting, cold, 

A Marble, he the Marble did inſold: 


O Pan, Pan, 


And having made it warm with many a Show 
—— 8 Eyes did pour, ; (270 
en Grief had given him Leave, and Si 
Thus with aſad rg at laſt be aid. An 
Who would have thought to me 
The Place where thou didft lie could grievous be? 
And that dear Body) long thee having ſought, 
( O me)? who would have thought, 
2m once to _ it —_— my Soul confound, 
nd give my Heart than Death a deeper Wound ? 
Thou didft diſdain my Tears, the 
But grieve not that this ruthful Stone them bears, 
Mine Eyesfor nothing ſerve, but thee to weep, 
And let that Courſe them keep, 
Although thou never wouldft them Comfort ſhow, 
Do not repine, they have Part of thy Wos. 
Ah Wretch ! too late I find 
How Virtue's glorious Titles prove but Wind 5 
For it that Virtue could releaſe from Death, 
Thou yet enjoy d hadft Breath: 
For if ſhe efre appear: d to mortal Een, 
It was in thy fair Shape that ſhe was ſeen. 
But O! if I was made 
For thee, with thee why too am I not dead ? 
Why do outragious Fates which dimmd thy Sight, 
Lec me ſee hatetull Light ? 
They without me made Death thee to ſurpriſe, 
Tyrants (no doubt) that they might kill me twice. 
O Grief! and could one Day 
Have Force ſuch Excellence to take away ? 
Could a ſwift flying Moment, ah! deface 
Thoſe matchleſs Gifts, that Grace, 
Which Art and Nature had in thee combin'd , 
To make thy Body paragon thy Mind ? 
Have all paſs like a Cloud, 
And doth eternal Silence now them ſhroud?ꝰ 
Is that ſo much admir'd, now nought but Duſt, 
Of which a Stone hath Truſt? | 
O Change ? O cruel Change, thou to our Sight 
Showeſt the Fates Rigour equal to their might ? 
When thou from Earth didft paſs, 
Sweet Nymph, Perfe&ion*% Mirror broken was, 
And this of late ſo glorious World of ours, 
Like Meadow without Flowers, 
Or Ring of a rich Gem made blind, appeared, 
Oc Starleſs Night, or Cynthia nothing clear'd. 


| Love when he law thee dy 


Entomb*d him in the Lid of either Eye, 
And left his Torch within thy ſacred Urn, 


| There fora Lamp to burn: 


Worth, Honour, Pleaſure, with thy Life expir*d, 
Death ſince grown ſweet begins to be deſir'd. 

Whilft thou to us wert given, 
The Earth her Venus had as well as Heaven: 
Nay, and her Suns which burnt as many Hearts, 
As he the Eaftern Parts; 8 
Bright Suns which forc'd to leave theſe Hemiſpheres, 
Benighted ſet into a Sea of Tears 
Ah Death, who ſhall thee flee, 


| Since the moſt» mighty are ofrerhrown by thee ? 


Thou ſpar*i the Crow, andjNightingale doſt kill, 
And triumph at thy Will, 
But give thou cannot ſuch another Blow, 
Becauſe Earth cannot ſuch another ſhows 
O bitter ſweets of Love 
How better ist at all you not to prove, | 
Than when we do your Pleaſures moſt poſſeſs, 
To find them thus made leſs ? 
O! that the Cauſe which doth conſume our Joy 
Would the Remembrance of it too deftroy ? 
What doth this — 3 DS 
But Flow*rSon Thorns which gro 3 
Which though they ſometime blandiſh ſoft Delight, 
Yet afterwards us ſmite: : 
And if the rifing Sun them fair doth ſee, 
That Planet ſetting doth behold them die. 
This World is made a Hell, 
Depriv4 of all that did in it excell. 


Winter is _ in our May, Turned 


But we once dead, do no more ſee the Sun. 


And in thoſe Azure Lifts began'ſt thy Race, 
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Turn'd is to Night our Day, 
Forſake thy Pipe, a Scepter take to thee, 
Thy Locks diſgarland, thou black Fove ſhall be. 
The Flocks do leave the Meads, 
And, loathing Three-leay'd Graſs, hold up their Heads, | 
The Streams not glide now with a gentle Roar, 
Nor Birds ſing as before, STR 
Hills tand with Clouds like Mourners vail'd in black, 
And Owts upon our Roofs foretell our Wrack, 

That Zephyreevery Year 
So ſoon was hear'd to ſigh in Forreſts here, 
It was for her: That wrapt in Gowns of Green, 
Meads were ſo early ſeen 
That in the ſaddeſt Months oft ſung the Mearls, 
It was for her: For her Trees dropt forth Pearls. 
That proud and ſtately Courts 
Did envy theſe our Shades and calm Reſorts, 
It was for her; and ſhe is gone, O woe ! 
Woods cut again do grow, 
Bud doth the Roſe and Dazy, Winter's done, 


Whoſe Names ſhall now make ring 
The Eccboes ? of whom ſhall the Nymphets ſing ? 
Whoſe heayenly Voice, whoſe Soul-iavading Strains, 
Shall fill with Joy the Plains? 
W hat Hair, what Eyes, can make the Morn in Eaſt, 
Weep that a fairer riſeth in the Weſt ? 
Fair Sun, poſt ſtill away, 
No Mulick here is left thy Courſe to ſtay. 
Sweet Aybla%s ſwarms, with Wormwood fill your Bowrs. 
Gone is the Flower of Flow'rs: 
Bluſh no more, Roſe, nor Lilly pale remain, 
Dead is that Beauty which yours late did ſtain. 

Ay me! to wail my Plight, 

Why have not I as many Eyes as Night? 
Or as that Shepherd which Fove's Love did keep, 
That 1 till, ftill may weep ? : 
But though I had, my Tears unto my Croſs 
Were not yet equal, nor Grief to my Loſs. 
Yet of you, briny Show*rs, | 
Which here I pour, may ſpring as many Flowers, 
As come of thoſe which tell from Helen's Eyes: 
And when ye do ariſe, 
May every Leaf in ſable Letters bear 
The dolefull Cauſe for which ye ſpring up bete. 


14. MAD. 


1 He Beauty and the Life | 

Of Lite*s and Beautie“s faireft Paragon, 
O Tears! O Grief! hung at a feeble Thread, 
To which pale Atropos had ſet her Knife: 
The Soul with many a Groan 
Had left each outward Part, 
And now did take the laſt Leave of the Heart; 
Nought elſe did want ſave Death, for to be dead: 
When the ſad Company about her Bed 
Seeing Death invade her Lips, her Cheeks, her Eyes, 
Cried ah! and can Death enter Paradiſe ? | 


15. SON. 
! It is rot to me bright Lamp of Day, 
nat in the Eaſt thou ſhow*ft thy golden Face, 
O ic is not to me thou leavꝰ ſt that Sea, 


Thou ſhinꝰ ſt not to the Dead in any Place. 

And | dead from this VVorld am paſt away, 

Or if I ſeem (a Shadow) yet to ſtay, 

It is a while but to bewail my Caſe. 

My Mirth is loſt, my Comforts are diſmaid, 

And untu ſad Miſhaps their Place do yield; 

My Knowledge repreſents a bloody Field, 

Where Imy Hopes and Helps ſee proſtrate laid, 

So plaiatful is Life's Courſe which I hayerun, 
That I do wiſh ic never had begun. 


16. MAD RIG AI. 


Ear Night, the Eaſe of Care, 
Uatroubled Seat of Peace, 


Time's eldeſt Child, which oft the blind do ſee, | 
On this our Hemiſphere, 


What makes thee now ſo ſally dark to he? 

Comes thou in funeral Pomp her Grave to grace? 

Or do thoſe Stars which ſhould thy Horrour clear, 

In Fove®s high Hall adviſe, 

In what Part of the Skies, 

With them, or Cynthia ſhe ſhall appear? 

Or ah! alas! becauſe thoſe matchleſs Eyes, 
Which ſhone ſo fair, below thou doſt not find, 
Striv*ſ thou to make all others Eyes look blind ? 


17. SON. 


Ince it hath pleas'd that firſt and ſupreme Fair, 
To take that Beauty to himſelf again, 

Which in this World of Senſe not to remain, 

But to amaze, was ſent, and home repair 

The Love which to that Beauty I did bear, 

Made pure of mortal Spots which did it ſtain, 

And endleſs, which even Death cannot impair, 

I place on him who will it not diſdain, 

No ſhining Eyes, no Locks of curling Gold: 

No bluſhing Roſes on a Virgin Face, 

No outward Show, no, nor no inward Grace, 

Shall Power have my Thoughts henceforth to hold: 
Love here on Earth huge Storms of Care doth 
But plac'd above exempted is from Loſs, ( toſs, 


18. SOG. 


IF Autumn was, and on our Hemiſphere, 
Fair Erycine began bright to appear, 
Night Weftward did her gemmy World decline, 
And hide her Lights that greater Lights might ſhine; 
T he crefted Bird had given Alarm twice 
To lazy Mortals to unlock their Eyes, 
The Owl had left to plain, and from each Thorn 
The wing'd Muſicians did ſalute the Morn, 
Who while ſhe dreſs'd her Locks in Gange's Streams) 
Set open wide the chryftal Port of Dreams: 
W hen I,whoſe Eyes no drowſy Night could cloſe, 
In Sleep's ſoft Arms did quietly repoſe, 
And, for that Heavens to die did me deny, 
Death's Image kiſſed, and as dead did lie. 
I lay as dead, but ſcarce. charm*d were my Cares, 
And flacked ſcarce my Signs, ſcarce dried my Tears, 
Sleep ſcarce the ugly Figures of the Day, % 
Had with his fable Pencil put away, 
And left me in a ftill and calmy Mood, 
When by my Bed, me thought a Virgin ſtood, 
A Virgin in the blooming ot her Prime, 
If ſuch rare Beauty meaſur'd be by Time, 
Her Head a Garland wore of Opals bright, 
About her flow*d a Gown like pureſt Light, 
Pure Amber, Locks gave Umbrage to her Face, ; 
Where Modeſty high Majeſty did grace | 
Her Eyes ſuch Beams ſent forth, that but with Pain 
Here, weaker Sights their Sparklings could ſuſtain. 
No feigned Deity which haunts the Woods 
Is like toher, nor Syren of the Floods : 
Such is the golden Planet of the Year, 
When bluſhing in the Eatt he doth appear. 
Her Grace did Beauty, Voice yet Grace did pals, 
Which thus through Pearls and Rubies broken was, 
How long wilt thou, ſaid ſhe, eltrang*d from Joy 
Paint Shadows to thy ſelf of falſe Annoy ? 
How long thy Mind with horrid Shapes affright, 
And in imaginary Evils delight? 
Eſteem that Lols,which (when well viewed) is Gain, 
Or ifa Loſs, yet nota Loſs to plain! 
O leave thy plaintful Soul more to moleſt, 
And think, that Woe when ſhorteſt then is beſt. 
If ſhe for whom thou thus doit deaf the Sky 
Be dead ; what then? was ſhe not born to die? 
Was ſhe not mortal born? If thou doit grieve 
That Times ſhould be ia which ſhe ſhould not live, 
Er efre ſhe was weep that Day's Wheel was roll'd, 
Weep that ſhe liv4d not in the Age of Gold. 
For that ſhe was not then, thou may*it deplore, 
As well as that ſhe now can be no more. 
If only ſhe had died, thou ſure hadft Cauſe 
To blame the Fates, aud their too iron Laws. 
But look how many Millions her advance, 
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What Numbers with her enter in this Dance, 
With thoſe which are to come: | 
And th*Univerſe diſſolve, thee to obey ? (ſtay, 
As Birth, Death, which ſo much thee doth apall, 


A Piece is of the Life of this great All. 
Strong Cities die, die do high palmy Reigns, _ 
And Fondling thou thus to be us'd complains. 

If ſhe be dead, then ſhe of loathſome Days 


Hath paſt the Ling gw bole Length but Loſs bewrays, 


Then the hath left this filthy Stage of Care, 
Where Pleaſures ſeldom, Woe doth ſtill repair. 
For all the Pleaſures which it doth contain, 
Not countervail the ſmalle ſt Minute's Pain. 


And tell me, thou who doſt ſo much admire 1 85 


This little Vapour, this poor Spark of Fire, 


Which Life is call'd, what doth it thee bequeath,  '. 
But ſome few Years, which Birth draws out to Death? 


Which if thou parallel with Luftresrun, 
Or thoſe whoſe Courſes are but now begun, 
In Days great Number they fhall leſs appear, 
Than with the Sea when matched is a Tear. 
But why ſhouldſt thou here longer wiſh to be? 
One Year doth ſerve all Nature's Pomp to ſee. 
Nay, even one Day and Night. This Moon, that Sun, 
T boſe leſſer Fires about this Round which run, 
Be but the ſame, which under Saturn's Reign. 
Did the ſerpentine Seaſons interchain, 
How oft doth Life grow leſs by living long ? 
And what excelleth but what dieth young? 
For Age, which all abhor (yet would embrace) 
Doth make the Mind as wrinkled as the Faces, 
Then leave Laments, and think thou didf} not live 
Laws to that ficſt eternal Cauſe. to give, 
But to obey thoſe Laws which he hath given, - 
And bow unto the juft Decreesof Heaven, 
Which cannot erre, whatever foggy Miſts 
Do blind Men in theſe ſublunary Lifts. f 
But what if ſhe,for whom thou ſpends thoſe Groans, 
And waftes thy Life's dear Torch in ruthfull Moans, 
She, for whoſe ſake thou hat*ft the joyſull Light, 
Courts ſolitary Shades and irkſome Night, 
Doth live ? ah! if thou canſt, through Tears, a Space 
Lift t hy dim'd Lights, and look upon this Face, 
Lookif thoſe Eyes which, Fool, thou didſt adore, 
Shine not more bright than they were wont before, 
Look if thoſe Roſes Death could ought impair 
Thoſe Roſes which thou once ſaidſt were ſo fair, 
And if theſe Locks have loft ought of that Gold, 
Which once they had when thou them didft behold, 
I live, and happy live, but thou art dead, 
And ftill ſhalt be, till thou belike me made. 
Alas! while we are wrapt in Gowns of Earth, 
And blind here ſuck the Air of Woe beneath, 
Each thing in Senles Ballances we weigh, 
And but with Toil and Pain the Truth deſcry. 
Above this vaſt and admirable Frame, 
This Temple viſible, which World we name, 
Within whoſe Walls ſo many Lamps do burn, 
So many Arches with croſs Motions turn, 
Where th' Elemental Brothers nurſe their Strife, 


And by inteſtine ; Mr oy their Life ; . 


There isa World, a 1d. of perfect Bleſs, 
Pure, immaterial, bMFht as, tar from this, 
AS that high Circle which the reft enſpheres, 
Is from this dull, ignoble Vale of Tears. 
A World, where all is found, that here is found, 
But further diſcrepant than Heaven and Ground: 
Ic hath an Earth, as hath this World of yours, 
With Creatures peopled, and adorn'd with Flow'rs, 
It hath a Sea, like Saphire Girdle caft 
Which decks of the harmonious Shores the Waſte, 

15 1 th pure Fire, it hath delicious Air, ; 

on, Sun, and Stars, Heavens wondertully fair: 
Flow'rs never there do fade, Trees grow not old, 
No Creature dieth thete through Heat or Cold: 
Sea there not toſſed is, nor Air made black, 
Fire doth, nit gtecdy feed on others Wrack: 
There Heavens be not conttrain'd about to range, 
For this VVorld hath no Need of any Change: 
Minutes mount not to Hours, nor Honrs to Days, 
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| Why doth our Mind extend it beyond Time, 
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- 1 Days make no Months, but ever blooming Mays, 
Shall Heavens them 


Here L remain, and hitherwa rd do tend 
All who. their Span ot Days in Virtue ſpend; 


| VVhatever pleaſant this low Place contains, 
Ils but a Glance of what above remains. 


Thoſe who, perchance, think there can nothing be 
Beyond this wide Expanſion. which they ſee; p 
And that nought elſe mounts. Stars Circumference, 
For that nought elſe is ſybjeR to their Senſe, 

Feel ſuch a, Caſe, as one whom ſome Abime 

In the deep Ocean kept had all his Time: 
Who born and neuriſh'd there, cannot believe ; 
Than elſewhere-qugbt without thoſe Waves can live: 
Cannot believe that there be Temples; Towr's, 
Which go beyond his Caves and dampiſh Bow'rs: 

Or there be other People, Manners, Laws, 

Than what he finds within the churliſh Waves: 

That ſweeter Flow'rs do ſpring than grow on Rocks, 
Or Beafis there are excell the scaly Flocks, 

That other Elements are to be found, 

Than is the Water and this Ball of Ground; . 
But think that Man from this Abime being brought 
Did ſee what curious Nature here hath wrought, 
Did view the Meads, the tall and ſhady Woods, 

And mark'd the Hills, and the clear rowling Floods 
And all the Beafts which Nature forth doth bring, 
The feathered Troops that flee, and ſweetly ſing: 
Obſerv'd the Palaces and Cities fair, ap 
Mens Faſhion of Life, the Fire, the Air, 

The Brightneſs of the Sun that dims his Sight, 

The Moon, and Splendors of the painted Night : 
What ſudden Rapture would his Mind fucpriſe ? 
How would he his late dear Reſvrc deſpile ? 

How would he muſe how fooliſh he had been, 

To think all nothing but what there waz ſeen? 
Why do we get this high ad vaſt Delice, 5 
Unto immortal Things ſtil to aſpire? > 


And tc that higheft Happineſs even climb? a 
If wearenought but what to Senſe we ſeem, | 
And more than Duſt us Worldlings do elteem ? 

We are not made for Earth, though here we come, 


More than the Embryo for the Mother's Womb: 


It weeps to be made free, and we complain 

To leave this loathſome — of Cate and Pain. 
But thou, who vulgar Footſteps doſt not trace, 

Learn to rowſe up thy Mind to view this Place, 

And what Earth-creeping Mortals moſt affect, 

If not at all to ſcorn, yet to neglect: 

Seek not vain Shadows, which when once obtain*d 

Are better loſt than with ſuth Travel gain'd. 

Think that on Earth what Worldlings Greatneſs call 

Is buta glorious Title to live thrall ; 


| T hat Scepters, Diadems, and Chairs of State, 


Not in themlelves, but to ſmall Minds ate great: * 


That thoſe who lofti'ft mount do hardeſt light, * * f 


And deepeſt Falls be from the higheſt Heights: *% * 
That Fame an Eccho is, and all Renown * ' ' + 
Like to a blaſted Roſe, e're Night falls down: 
And though it ſomething were, think how this Round 
Is but a little Point which doth it bound. © 
O leave that Love which reacheth but to Duſt, 

And in that Love eternal only truſt, 

And Boney which when once it is poſſeſt 

Can only fill the Soul, and make it blett. 

Pale Envy, jealous Emulations, Fears, | 

Sigbs, Plaints, Remorſe,here have noPlace, nor . 
Falſe Joys, vain Hopes, here be not, Hate, nor Wra 

W hat ends all Love here moſt augments it, Death. 
It ſuch Force had the dim Glance ofan Eye, Bs 
Which but ſome few Days after wards did die, 

T hat it could make thee leave all other Things, 

| And like a Taper-tly there burn thy Wings; 

And if a Voice, of late which could but wall, 

Such Power had as through Ears thy Soul c 

It once thou on that purely Fair could gaze, 

W hat Flames of Love would this within Chee raiſe ? 
In what amazing Maze would it thee bring, 

To hear but once that Quice Celeftial ling? 


= 


The faiten Shapes on wnich thy Loye did ſeiſe, 


Which 


/ 
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Which erſt did ſt breed * then would diſpleaſe, 
But Diſcords hoarſe were Earth's enticing Sounds, 
All Muſick but a Noiſe, which Senſe confounds, 
This great and burning Glaſs which clears all Eyes, 
And muſters with ſuch Glory in the Skies. 
That filver Star which with her purer Light 
Makes Day oft envy the Eye-pleaſing Night, 
Thoſe golden Letters which ſo brightly ſhine 
In Heaven's great Volume gorgeoully divine 3 
All Wonders in the Sea, the Earth, the Air, 
Be but dark PiRures of that Sovereign Fair, 
And Tongues which ſtill thus cry into your Ear 
(Could ye amidſt World's Caterats them hear.) 
From fading Things, fond Men, liſt your Deſire, 
And in our Beauty. his us, made admire ; 
It we ſeem fair ? O think how fair is he, - 
Of whoſe great Fairneſs, Shadows, Steps we be. 
No Shadow can compare unto the Face, 
No Scep with that dear Foot which did it trace, 
Your Souls immortal are, then place them hence, 
And do not drown them in the Miſt of Senſe ; 
O do not, do not by falſe Pleaſures Might 
Deprive them of that true and ſole Delight. 
That Happineſs ye ſeek is not below, 
Earth*s ſweeteſt Joy is but diſguiſed Woe. 

Here did ſhe pauſe, and with a mild AſpeR, 
Did towards me thoſe lamping Twins direct. 
The wonted Rays I knew, and thrice efſay'd 


To anſwer make, thrice favitring Tongue it ſtay'd, 


And while upon that Pace l fed my Sight, 

Me thought ſhe vaniſht up in Iitan's Light; 
Who guilding ene his Rays each Hill and Plain, 
Secm'd to have broght the golden World again. 


19. MAD. 
Oor Turtle, thou bemoins 
The Loſs of thy dear Zoye, 


; 


0 
1 


3 


And J for mine ſend forth theſe ſmoaking Groans, 

Unhappy. widow'd Dove, 

While all about do ſing, . 

I at the Root, thou on the Branch above, 

Even weary with our Moans the gawdy Spring. 
Yet theſe our Plaints we do not ſpend in vain, 
Sith ſighing Zephyres anſwer us again. 


A in a dusky and tempeſtous Night, 
| A Star is wont to ſpread hex, Locks of Gold, 
And while her pleaſant Rays abroad are roll'd, 
Some ſpitefull Cloud doth rob us of her Sight: 
Fair Soul, in this black Age fo ſhin'd thou bright, 
| And madeall Eyes with Wonder thee behold, 
Fill ugly Death depriving us of Light, 
In his grim miſty Arms thee did enfold, 
Who more ſhall vaunt true Beauty here to ſee ? 
What Hope doth more in any Heart remain, 
T hat ſuch Perfe&ions ſhall his Reaſon rein ? 
If Beauty with thee born, too died with thee ? 
World, plain no more of Love, nor count his Harms, 
With his pale Trophees Death has hung his Arms, 


21. M AD. 


| 
| M* Thoughts hold mortal Strife, 
Ido deteſt my Life, | 
And with lamenting Cries | 

Peace to my Soul to bring, 

Ofc call that Prince, which here doth Monarchize, 
But he grim grinning King, 

Who Cativesicorns, and doth the Bleſt ſurpriſe, 


Diſdains to crop a Weed, and will not come. 


* 


— —_— 
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Or Spiritual Poems. 


2 Chariots, Statues, Crowns of Bays, 

Sey threatning Arches, the Rewards of Worth, 

Books heavenly-wiſe in ſweet harmonious Lays, 

Which Mendivine unto the World ſet forth : 

States, which ambitious Minds in Blood do raiſe, 

From frozen Tanats unto Sun-burnt Gange, 

Gipantal Frames held Wonders rarely ftrange, 

Lite Spiders Webs are made the Sport of Days. 

Nothing is conſtant but in conftant Change. 

What“ done ſtill is undone, and when undone 

Into ſome other Faſhion doth it range; 

Thus goes the floating World beneath the Moon: 
Whercfore my Mind above Time, Motion, Place, 
Riſe up, and Steps unknown to Nature trace. 


"1 Wo 
Oo lorg 1 followed have my fond Deſire, 
And cv0 long painted on the Ocean Streams, 
Too long Refreſhment ſought amidſt the Fire, 
Pui lu* tho!e Joys which to my Soul are Blames, 
Ah ! whzu I had what moft [did admire, 
And ſeen of Life's Delights the laſt Extreams, 


| 


I found all but a Roſe hedg'd with a Brier, | 
A Nought, a Thought, a Maſquerade of Dreams, 


Henceforth on thee, my only Good, Ill think, 
For only thou canſt grant what I do crave; _ 
Thy Nail my Pen ſhall be, thy Blood mine Ink, 
Thy,Winding-ſheet my Paper; Study, Grave: 
And till my Soul forth of this Body flee, 
No Hope I'll have but only only Thee, 


3 

O ſpread the Azure Canopy of Heaven, 

And ſpangle it all with Sparks of burning Gold, 
To place this pond*rous Globe of Earth ſo even, 
That it ſhould all, and nought ſhould it uphold 
With Motions ſtrange tfindue the Planets ſeven, 
And Fove to make ſo mild, and Mars ſo bold, 
To temper what is moiſt, dry, hot and cold, 
Ofall their Jarrs that ſweet Accords are given. 
Lord, to thy Wiſdom's nought, nought to thy Might, 
But that thou ſhould*ft,thy Glory laid aſide, 


Come baſely in Mortality to bide, 


And die for thoſe deſery'd an endleſs Night 
A Wonder is ſo far above our Wit, 
That Angels ftand amaz'd to think on it. 


4. | 
Hat hapleſs Hap had I for to be born 
In theſe unhappy Times, and dying Days 4 


— 


Late having deckt with Beauty's Roſe his Tomb, 
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Of this now doating World, when Good decays, 
Loves quite extinct, and Virtue*s held a Scorn ! 
When ſuch are only pris'd by wretched Ways, 

Who with a golden Fleece them can adorn 3 
When Ayarice and Luft are counted Praiſe, 
And braveſt Minds live Orphan-like forlorn! 
Why was not I born in that golden Age, | 
When Gold was not yet known ? and thoſe black Arts 
By which baſe Worldlings vilely play their Parts, 
With horrid Acts ftaining Earth's ftately Stage? 
Io have been then, O 


But bleſs me now, and take me ſoon from this. 


5. 
Abe. in this Time 
Now doth not live, but is fled up to Heaven, 
Or if ſhe live, it is not without Crime, | 
That ſhe doth uſe her Power, | 
And ſhe is no more Virgin, but a Whore 
Whore proſtitute for Gold ; 


5 
o 


eaven, it had been my Bleſs, | 


_— 


For (he doth never hold her Ballance even, 

And when her Sword is rolled, | 
The Bad, Injurious, Falſe, ſhe not-o*rethrows, 
But on the Innocent lets fall her Blows. 


6 


Hat ſerves it tobe good? Goodneſs by thee 
The Holy-wiſe' is thought a Fool to be, 

For thee the Man to Temperance inclin'd, 
Is held but of a baſe and abje& Mind, 
The Continent is, thought tor thee but cold, 
Who yet was good, that eyer died old ? 
The Pitifull, who others fears to kill, | 
Is kilFd himſelf, and Gooaneſs doth him ill 
The Meck and Humble Man who cannot brave, 
By thee is to ſome Giant's Brood made Slave. K 
Poor Goodneſs, thine thou to ſuch Wrongs ſet*ſt forth, 
That O! I fear me, thou art nothing worth. 

And when I look to Earth, and not to Heaven, 
| Ere I were turned Dove, I would be Raven. 


Heavens! then is it true that thou art gone, 
And left this wofull Iſle her Loſs to moan, 

* Meliades, bright Day-ftar of the Weſt, 
A Comet blazing Terror to the Eaft : 
And neither that thy Spfrit ſo heavenly wiſe, 
Nor Body, though of Earth, more pure than Skies, 
Nor Royal Stem, nor thy ſweet tender Age, 
Of cruel Deftinies could quench the Rage ? 
O fading Hopes! O ſhort while laſting Joy 
Of Earth-born Man, that one Hour can deftroy ? 
Then even of Virtue's Spoils Death Trophies rears, 
As if he gloried moſt in many Tears. : 
Forc'd by hard Fates, do Heavens negle& our Cries ? 
Are Stars ſet only to act Tragedies ? 
Then let them do their worſt, ſince thouart gone, 
Raiſe whom they lift to Thrones, enthron'd dethrone, 
Stain Princely Bow'rs with Blood, and even to Gange, 
In Cypreſs ſad, | oor Hymen's Torches change. 
Ah! Thou haſt left to live, and in the Time, 3 
When ſcarce thou bloſſom'dft in thy pleafant Prime: 
So falls by Northern Blaſt a Virgin Roſe, 
At half that doth her baſhfull Boſom cloſe: 
So a ſweet Flower languiſhing decays, 
That late did bluſh when kiſt by Phebus Rays. 
So Phæbus mounting the Meridian's Hight, 
Choakt by pale Ptebe, faints unto our Sight. 
Aſtoniſh'd Nature ſullen ftands to ſee, 
The Life of all this All ſo chang'd to be. 
In gloomy Gowns the Stars this Loſs deplore, 
The Sea with murmuring Mountains beats the Shore 


| 


T-E-A R 8 
On the Death of MOELIADES 


| Black Darkneſs reels o'er all in thouſand Shou 'rs, 
The weeping Air on Earth her Sorrow pours, 

That, in a Palſey, quakes to ſee ſo ſoon 

Her Lover ſet, and Night burft forth e're Noon. 

If Heaven, alas! ordain'd thee young to die, 
Why was't not where thou might'ſt thy Valour try ? 
And to the wondring World at leaft ſet boren 
Some little Spark of thy expected Worth? 
Mæœliades, O that by I/ter's Streams, 
"Mong ſounding Trumpets, fiery tw inkling Gleams 
Of warm Vermilion Swords, and Cannons roar, 
Balls thick as Rain pour'd on the Caſpian Shore, 
*Mongft broken ſpears,*mongft ringing helms & ſhields; 
Huge Heaps of ſlaughtred Bodies long the Fields, 

In Turkiſh Blood made red like Mars's Scar, 

Thou ended hadft thy Life and Chriſtian War: 
Or, as brave Bourbon, thou hadſt made old Rome 
Queen of the World, thy Triumph and thy Tomb. 

So Heavenis fair Face to thiunborn World, which reads; 
A Book had been of thy illuftrious Deeds. 

So to their Nephe ws aged Sires had told 

The high Exploits pertorm*d by thee of old; _ 
Towns raz'd and rais*d,viftorious, vanquiſh'd Bands, 
Fierce Tyrants flying, ſoil'd, kill'd by thy Hands, 
And in rich 4/745, Virgins fair had wrought | 
The Bays and Trophees to thy Country brought : 
While ſome new Homer imping Wings to Fame, 

Deaf Nilus Dwellers had made hear thy Name. 


That thou didſt not attain theſe Honours Spheres, 
| Through Want of Worth it was not, but of Years. . 
D 2 A 


* The Name, which in theſe Verſes ij given unto Prince Henry, i that which be bimſelfin tbe Challenges of 
his Martial Sports and Maſquerades, was wont to uſe ; Mcoliades, Prince of the Iſies, which in Anagram maketh 4 
VyYord moſt worthy of ſuch a Knight as be was, a Knighs (if Time bad ſuffered bis Actions anſwer the VVorld's Expetba- 


tion) only worthy of ſuch aVVord, Miles a Deo. 
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A Youth more brave pale Troy. with trembling Walls 

Did never ſee, nor ſhe whoſe Name appals 

Both Titans golden Bowérs in bloody Fights, 

Muſtring on Mars his Field, ſuch Mars-like Knights. 

The Heavens had brought thee to the higheft Hight 

Of Wit and Courage, ſhewing all their Might; 

When they thee fram*d. Ay me! that what is brave 

On Earth, they as their own ſo ſoon ſhould crave. 

Meliades ſweet courtly Nymphs deplore, 

From Thule to Hydaſpes pearly Shore. (paſs 
When Forth thy. Nurſe, Forth where thou firſt didſt 

Thy tender Days ( who ſmil'd oft on her Glaſs, 

To ſee thee gaze ) Meandring with her Streams, 

Heard thou hadſt left this Round, from Phæbus Beams, 

She ſought to flee, but forced to return 

By Neighbouring Brooks, ſhe ſet her ſelf to mourn : 

And as ſhe ruſh*d her Cyclades among, 

She ſeem'd to plain, that Heaven had done her Wrong. 

With a hoarſe Plaint, Clyde down her ſteepy Rocks, 

And Tweed through her green Mountains clad with 

Did wound the Ocean murmuring thy Death, (Flocks 

The Ocean it roar'd about the Earth, 

And to the Mauritanian Atlas told, (rold 


W ho ſhrunk through Grief, and down his white Hairs , 


Huge Streams of Tears, which changed were to Floods, 
Wherewith he drown'd the neighbour Plains and 
The lefſer Brooks as they did bubling go, ( Woods. 
Did keepa Conſort to the publick Woe. 
The Shepherds left their Flocks with downcaft Eyes, 
*Sdaining to look up to the angry Skies: 
Some broke their Pipes, and ſome in ſweet-ſad Lays, 
Made ſenſeleſs Things amazed at thy Praiſe. 
His Reed Alexis hung upon a Tree, 
And with his Tears made Doven great to be. 
Meliades ſweet courtly Nymphs deplore 
From Thule to Hydaſpes pearly Shore. 

Chaſte Maids, which haunt fair Aganippe*s Well, 
And you in Tempe*s ſacred Shade who dwell 
Let fall your Harps, ceaſe Tunes of Joy to ſing, 
Dilheveled make allP arnaſſus ring, 
With Anthems ſad, thy Muſick, Phebus, turn 
To doleful Plaints, whilſt Joy it ſelf doth mourn, 
Dead is thy Darling, who adorn'd thy Bays, 
W bo oft was wont to cheriſh thy ſweet Lays. 
And to a Trumpet raiſe thy amorous Stile, 
That floating Delos envy might this Iſle, 
You Acidalian Archers, break your Bows, 
YourTorches quench, with Tears blot Beauty's Snows 
And bid your weeping Mother yet again 
A ſecond Adon's Death, nay Mars his Plain. 
His Eyes once were your Darts,nay even his Name, 
Where ever heard, did every Heart inflame, 
Tgus did court his Love with golden Streams, 
Rhine with his Towns, fair Seine with all ſhe claims, 
Butah ! (poor Lovers) Death did them betray, 
And not ſuſpected made there Hopes his Prey! 
Tagus bewails his Loſs in golden Streams 
Rhine with his Towns, fair Seine with all ſhe claims. 
Meliades ſweet courtly Nymphs deplore, 


From Thule to Hydaſpes pearly Shore. 


Eye pleaſing Meads., whoſe painted Plain forth brings 


White, golden, azure Flow'rs which once were Kings, 


In mourning Black, their ſhining Colours dye, 

Bow down their Heads, while ſigbing Zephyres fly. 
Queen of the Fields, whole Bluſh makes bluſh the 
Sweet Roſe, a Prince*s Death in Purple mourn, (Morn 
O Hacinibs! toray your Al keep ſtill, | 
Nay, with more Marks of Woe your Leaves now fill, 
And you, O Flow*c ! of Helen's Tears that's born, 
Into thele liquid Pearls again you turn, 

Your green Locks,Forrefts, cut to weeping Myrrhs, 
To deadly Cypreſs,acd Ink-dropping Firrs, 

Your Paims and Mirtles change; trom Shadows dark 
Wing d 3yr7ens wail, and you lad Ecchoes mark 

Tic lamentable Accents of their Moan, 

And plain that brave Mel:ades is gone. 

Stay, Sky, thy turning Courſe, and now become 

A ftately Arch, unto the Earth his Tomb 

And over it Hill watry Vis keep, 

And ſad Eletr2sSifters which ſtill weep ; 


_ 


Meliades ſweet courtly Nymphs deplore, 
From Thule to Hd aſpes pearly Shore. 

Dear Ghoſt, forgive theſe our untimely Tears, 
By which our loving Mind, tho weak, appears, 
Our Loſs not thine, when we complain, we weep, 
For, Thee the gliftring Walls of Heaven do keep, 
Beyond the Planets Wheels, bove higheſt Source 
Of Spheres, that turns the lower in his Courſe. 
Where Sun doth never ſet, nor ugly Night 
Ever appears in mourning Garments dight: 
Where Boreas ſtormy Trumpet doth not ſound, 
Nor Clouds, in Lightnings burſting, Minds aſtound. 
From Care's cold Climates far, and hot Deſire, 
Where Time's exil'd, and Ages nefre expire: 
*Mong pureſt Spfrits eavironed with Beams, 7 
Thou think'ſt all things below, t have been but Dreams, 
And joy ſt to look down to the azur'd Bars py 
Of Heaven,powd*red with Troops of fireaming Stars: 
And in their, turning Temples to behold, 
In ſilver Robe the Moon, the Sun in Gold, 
Like young Eye-ſpeaking Lovers in a Dance, 
With Majeſty by Turns, retire, advance, 


Thou wondreſt Earth to ſee hang like a Ball, 


Clos'd in the mighty Cloiſter of this All: 

And that poor Men ſhould prove ſo madly fond, 

To toſs themſelves for a ſmall Spot of Ground, 
Nay, that they even dare brave the Powers above, 
From this baſe Stage of Change, that cannot move. 
All worldy Pomp and Pride thou ſeeſt ariſe 

Like Smoke that's ſcattred in the empty Skies. 
Other high Hills and Forreſts, other Tow*rs, 
Amaz*'d thou find' ſt excelling our poor Bow*rs, 
Courts void of Flattery, of Malice minds, 
Pleaſure which laſts, not ſuch as Reaſon blinds. 
Thou ſweeter Songs doſt hear and Carollings, 
Whilſt Heavens do dance, and Quires of Angels ſings, 
"Then muddy Minds could fain, even gur Annoy 

If it approach that Place, is chang*d to Joy. 

Reſt, ble ſſed Soul, reſt ſatiate with the Sight 
Ot him whoſe Beams, though dazliag, do delight, 
Life of all Lives, Cauſe of each other Cauſe, 

The Sphere and Center where the Mind doth pauſe: 
Narciſſus of himſelf, himſelf the Well, 

Lover and Beauty that doth all excell. 

Reſt happy Soul, and wonder in that Glaſs, 
Where ſeen is all that ſhall be, is, or was, 

While ſhall be, is,or was, do paſs away, 

And nothing be, but an eternal Day. 

For ever relt, thy Praiſe Fame will enrol 

In golden Annals, while about the Pole 

The ſlow Bootes turns, or Sun doth riſe 

With ſcarlet Scarf tochear the mourning Skies. 
The Virgins to thy Tomb will Garlands bear 

Of Flow*rs, and with each Flow*r let fall a Tear. 
Meliades ſweet courtly Nymphs deplore 


From Thule to Z4aſpes on the pearly Shore. 


Or POKPHYAY, 
Or that white Stone 
PAROS zffords alone, 
Or theſe in AZURE dye, 
VVhich ſeem to ſcorn the SK YT; 
Here Memphis VVonders do wot jet, 
Nor ARTEMIS I A'S buge Frame, 
That keeps ſo long ber Lover's Name, 
Make no great marble Atlas ſtoop with Gold 
To pleaſe the Vulgar EYE ſhall it be bold. 
The Muſes, Phazbus,Love, have raiſed of their tears 


A Chryſtal Tomb io bim, through which bis worth 7271 
ad 


— — 
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a 


COTay, Paſſenger, ſee where encloſed lies, 


SON. 


The Paragon of Princes, faireſt Frame, | : a= a | 
Time, Narare.Flace, could ſhow to mortal Eyes, | A © OE hiring Thad, ties rater one 
At leaft that Part the Earth of him could claim A Sparkthat doth from jarring Mixturesriſe, (Sight, 
This Marble holds (hard like the Deftinies ) Thus drown'd is in th'huge Depths of Day and Night : 
For as to his brave Sp'rit, and glorieus Name | Is this ſmall Trifle, Life, held in ſuch Price, 
The one the World, the other fills the Skies, Of blinded Wights, who ne'te judge oughtaright ? 
Thiimmortal Amaranth, princely Roſe, f Of Parthian Shaft ſo 1wift is not the Flight, 
Sad Flt, and chat Cweer Flow'r thus bears Aten humane Gere alt Wit 
rng e en wald i wth pour Tears = | Pan oy ke Geke Fee e 
- p | Thrall Earth's vaſt Round, Triumphal Arches | 
, f raife 
1 * Earth's PerioGions gn. That's alla Dream, learn in this Prince's Fall, 7 
þ In whom, ſave Death, nought mortal was at all, 


MADRIGALS and EPIGRAMS. 


4) 1: The Stat | © | Yet doth Renown my Loſſes counteryail 
— ng of Meduſa | For fill the Shore my brave Attempt reſounds. 
E that Meduſa ſtrange, A Sea an Element doth bear my Name, 


Who — that did her ſee in Rocks did change, | What Mortar Tomb's ſo great in Place or Fame, 
n | IO his Lady bebolding her ſelf in a Marble, 


Medu/a's ſelf it is: 
For while at Heat of Day Orld, wonder not, that I 
. Keepin my Breaſt engraven 


Toquench her Thirft ſhe by this Spring did ftay, 


Her bideous Head beholding in this Glaſs, That Angel's Face hath me of Keſt bereaven. 
Her Senſes faild, and thus transform'd ſhe was. See dend and ſenſeleſs Things cannot deny 


| . To lodge ſo dear a Gueſt ; 
2. The Poartrait of Mars and Venus. Ev'n this bard Marble Stone 
Air Papbos wanton Queen 8 Receives the ſame, and loves, but cannot groan. 
(Not drawn in White and Red) - 26.0 6 ee 
Is truly here, as when in Vulcan's Bed 8. To Sleep. 
She was of all Heaven's laughing Senate ſeen, * Ow comes it, Sleep, that thou 


Gaze on her Hair, and Eyne, Even Kifſes me affords 
Her Brgws, the Bows of Love, Of her (dear hec} ſo far who's abſent now ? 


Her Back with Lillies ſpred : a | How did I hear thoſe Words, 
Ye alſo might perceive her turn and move, | Which Rocks might move, and moye the Pines to Bow? 
But that She neither ſo will do, . nor dare, = me ! before Half Day - 
For fear to wake the angry God of War, hy did'ſt thou ſteal away? 
| wy | Return, I thine for ever will remain, 
„Aer acts ao Narciſſus, 2 K wan! Lf thou wilt bring with thee that Gueſt again, 
Loads cannot quench my Flames, ah! in this | | a 
F 1 burn, — ets for what I cannot tell. 9. A pleaſant Deceit. 
Sh, l Ver a Chriftal Source 
4. Dametas's Dream. Via laid his Face, 
Ame tas dream'd he ſaw his Wife at Sport, | Of purling Streams to ſee the reftlefs Courſe, 
And found that Sight was through the horny Port. But ſcarce he had o'reſhadowed the Place, 
. yy 1 | When in the Water hea Child eſpizs, 
P : 5. Cherries. So like himſelf in Stature, Face, and Eyes, 
Y Wanton weep no more | | That glad he roſe, and cried, | : 
M The loſing of your Cherries, ; Dear Mates, approach, ſee, whom I have deſcried, 
hoſe and far ſweeter Berries | The Boy of whom ſtrange Stories Shepherds tel), 
Your Sifter in good 2 b | Oft called las, dwelleth in this Well. 
Hath in her Lips and Face, | | h 
in her wi and hold your Peace. | Io. The Cannon 
Be 17 wee e n * | Hen firſt the Cannon from her gaping Throat 
AA 6, Icarus. | Againſt the Heaven her rvaringdulphure ſhot, 
Hile with audacious Wings | Fove wak*ned with the Noiſe did ask with Wonder, 
W. I cleav'd thoſe airy Wayes, What Mortal Wight had ftoln from him his Thunder; 
And filld (a Monfter new} with Dread and Fears, His Chriftal Towr's he feared, but Fire and Air 
The feathered People and their Eagle Kings: || So high did ftay the Ball from mounting there. 
Dazl'd with Phebus Rays, | | | 
And charmed with the Muſickof the Spheres, __ 11, Thais Metamorphoſis. 
When Quills could move no more and Force did fail, Nto Briarew huge q 
Though down 1 tell from Heaven's high AZure Bounds; | Thas wiſh 2 ſhe might change | 8 
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Her Man, a nd pray'd him not thereat{to grudge, 
Nor fondly- think it ſtrange ; 

For if (ſaid ſhe) | might the parts diſpoſe, 

I wiſh you not a Hundred Arms nor Hands, 

But Hundred Things like thoſe | 

With which Priapus in our Garden ſtands. 


12, The Quality of a Kiſi. 

He Kiſs with ſo much Strife 

' Which 1 late got (ſweet Heart) 
Was it a Sign of Death, or was it Life ? 
Of Life it could not be, 
For I by it did ſigh my Soul in thee; 
Nor was it Death, Death doth no Joy impart. 
Thou filent ſtand'ſt, ah! what did'n thou bequeath, 
A dying Life to me, or living Death ? 


13- His Lady's Dog. 


Hen her dear Boſom clips 


That little Cur,which fawns to touch her Lips, 


Or when it is his Hap 

To lie lap'd in her Lap, 

Oit grows Noon with me, 

With hocter pointed Beams 

I burn, than thoſe are which the Sun forth ſtreams, 
When piercing Lightning his Rays call'd may be ; 
And as I muſe how I to thoſe Extremes 

Am, brought, I find no Cauſe, except that.ſhe  - 
In'Love's bright Zödiack having trac'd*each Room, 
To the hot Dog · ſtar now at lan is come. 


14. An Almanach. 
His ſtrange Eclipſe one ſayys 
Strange Wonders doth foretell : 
But you whole Wives excel 
And love to count their Praiſe, 5 


Shut all your Gates, your Hedges plant with Thor ns, 


The Sun did threat the World this time with Horns. 


15. The Stb worm of Love. 

Da dale of my Death, Ser da 
Now 1 rel{-mble that fly Worm on Earth, 

Which prone to its own Harm doth takemno reſt: 
For Day and Night oppreft, wo 
I feed on fading Lea N: 
Of Hope, which me deceives, 
And Thouſand Webs do waip within my Breaft, 
And thus in end unto my ſelf t weave | 
A taſt- ut Priſon, or a cluſcr Grave. 


16. Deep Impreſſion of Love to his Miſtreſs, | 


Hom a mad Dog doth bite, 
He doth in Water ſtil 
That mad Dog's Image ſce: 


Love mad (perhaps) when he my Heart did ſmite 


(More todifſcmbic his In) 
Transformꝭd himielt to ches: 8 
For thou art preſent ever ſince tome, _. 
No Sp:ing there is, no Flood, nor other Place, 
Where ! (alas) not ſes thy Heavenly Face, 

| 17. 4 Chain of Gold. 

Re not thuſe Locks of Gold 4 
A Sufficient Chains the wildeſt Hearts to hold ? 
Is not that ivory Hand 
A Diamantine Band, 
Moſi ſue to keep the moſt untamed Mind, 


But ye mult others fiad? 
O yes; why is that Golden One then worn ? 


Thus tree ia Chains (perhaps) Love's Chains to (corn, 


18. Os the Death of a Linnet. 

r cruel Dcath had Ears, 
Or could ve plcas d oy Songs, 

This wing d Muncian had liv'd many Years, 
And N/a mine nad never Wept theſe Wrongs: 
For when it firm cook Breath, 5 
The Heavens their Notes did unto, it bequeath: 
And it that Samians Sentences be true, | 
Amphion ig this Body liv'd ane w. 


Who envied was-of the moſt happy Sweins; 


| Bleſt Do he h = 1 A 
That Cob ſor him wet wich Teds her Face. 


— 


But Death, who nothing ſpares, and nothing hearz, 


As he doth Kings, kill'd it, O Grief! O Tears! 


19. Lilla's Prayer. 
Ove, if thou wilt once more 
That I to thee return, 

(I EY _ me not burn n | 

or quivering Age, that dothſpent Days dt 
Wor On thou Sends my Heart * Th e 
For ſome uncon ſtant Boy, — 
hy joys ir * yet makes of Love a Toy. 
| u an.) 1 mu rove thy 
Of Grace, O let me find 1 1471 
A ſweet young Lover with an aged Mind. 
Thus Lida pray'd, and Idas did reply, 
(Who heard) Dear have thy Wiſh, for ſuck am 1. 


20. Armeline s Epitaph. 


NE to this Eglantine 
Eneloſed lies the Milk white Armeline; 
Once Cblors only Joy, : 


Now only her annoy, 


* — 


That keep their Flocks in Mountains, Dales, or Plains: 
For oft ſhe bore the Wanton in her Arm, 3 

ns oft her Bed, and Boſom did he warm ; 
ow when unkinder Fates did him deftro Ws 
a the Grace, i: | ' A 


21. Epitaph, 
12 Ba wd of juſtice, he who Laus controlb'd 
And made them fan, and frown as he got Gold 
That Proteus of our State, whoſe Heart and Mouth. 6 
Were farther diſtant than is Notth Mom South, / © > 
That Cormorant uo made himſelf ſo groſs 9144 
On People's Ruine, and the Prince's Loſs, 


Is gone to Hell, and though be here did evil, W 1 


22. 1 A Trauſlat ion. ” 142 7 
1 Robbers were of OJ 22 18H 
4 xil'd the Champian Ground; 

pi w_ 3 8105 in Cities BO or bound, 8 
nd only Woods, Caves, Mountains, did them hold: 
_ now (when/ ans dia) Vs en ply 
oods, Mountains, Caves, to good Men be refuge, 
And do the Guiitle(s lodge, ner M 28 98 1e 
And clad in Purple Gowns 624 123 £9 22D 
The greateſt Thieves command within the Towns, 


| He there perchance may prove an boneſt Peril. 


2. ER“... 
1 Death thee hath beguite·dd 2 
Aletvs firſt born CHñiſj d; 4 Z 


Then thou Who thrall d all Laus 

Now againſt Worms cannot maintain thy Cauſe; _ 
Yet Worms (more juſt than thou) now do no Wrong 
Since all do wonder they thee ſpar d ſo long a 
For though from Life thou didſt but lately paſs, 
Twelve Springs are gone ſince thou corrupted was. 


| Come Citizens erect to Death An- Alter: 


Who keeps you from Ax, Fuel, Timber, Halter. 


24. 1 .. bo 
N a moſt holy Chureh, a e | YL 
Unto a holy Saint with V age wan; HL 

And Eyes like Fountains, mumbted forth a Prayer, “ 

And with ſtrange Words and Sig ha, made black the A 

And havinglong ſo ſtay'q, and Yong long pray'd,- - 

A Thouſand Crofles on himſelf _he lay'd, 

And with ſome ſacred Beads hung on his arm 

His Eyes, his Mouth, his Tempfts Brea ft did & Fr. 

Thus not centent (ſtrange Woritip hath no en 

To kiſs the Earth at laſt he did pretend. 

And bowing down beſought wich humble Grace 

An aged Woman near to give ſom e place. l 
She turn'd, and turning up her Hole beneatb, 


{. 


Said, Sir kiſs here for it is all but Barth, / 
: | f | ave SCC 3 


Proteins 


« 


! 


6 


Suns if eclips'd you have ſuch Power divine, 
What Power/have Lt” 
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25. Proteus of Marble. - 
His is no Work of Stone, 4 
Though ic {ems brea hleſs,cold,&Senfe hath none; 
But that falſe God which keeps 0 
The monſtcous People of the ragi 5 D-eps : 
h 


Now that he doth not change his Shape this while, 
It is thus conſtant more you to beguile. 


26. Pamphilus. 
Ome Ladies wed, ſome love, and ſome adore them, 
I like theic wanton Sport, then care not for them. 


27. Apelles enamour d of Campaſpe, 
Alexander Miſtreſs, 


Oor Painter while I ſought 

To counterfeit by Art 
The faireſt Frame which Nature ever wrought. 
And having lima'd each Part | 
Except her matchleſs Eyes: 
Scarce on thoſe Suns I gaz'd. 
As Lightning falls from Skies, | 
When ſtraight my Hand grew weak, my Mind amaz'd, 
And ere that Pencil half them had expreſt, 
Love had them dran, no, grav d them in my Breaſt. 


28. Campa ſpe. 
N Stars ſhall I exclaim, 
Which thus my Fortune Change, 


1 * 
14 * 


Or ſhall I dlfe revenge 
Upon my ſelf 
Inconſtant Monarch, or fhall I thee blame 
Who lets Apeles prove 
The ſweet Delights of Al:xander's Love? 
No, Stars, 
And Joys, thac thus I live; | 

Of thee, blind King, my. Beauty was deſpis'd, | 
Thou didft, aot know it, now being known tis pt iz d. 


ſelf this Shame, 


* 


my ſelf, and thee, I all forgive, 


o 


29 Cornucopia. 


FF for one only Horn, 65 


Which Nature to him gave, * 


So famous is the Noble Unicorn? 

What Praiſe ſhould that Man have, 
Whoſe Head a Lady brave 

Doth with a goodly pair at once adorn? 


30. Love ſuffers no Paraſol. 


FT Hoſe Eyes, dear Eyes, be Spheres 


Where Two bright Suns are roll'd, 


That fair Hand to behold 

Ot whitefſt Snow appears: 
Then whileye coyly ſtand 

To hide from me thoſe Eyes, 

Sweet I would. you adviſe © 1438+ | 
To chuſe ſome other Fann than that white Hand: 

For it ye do, for truth moſt true this know, | 
Thole Suns ere long muſt needs conſume warm Snow. 


31. | Vnpleaſaut Muſick, 
N Fields &jibaldo ftray'd: + + 
May's Tapeſtry to ſee, | 


And hearing on a: Tree 
A Cuckow Tos ſigh'd to himſelf and ſaid, 
Lo how alas even Birds fit mocking me, 


32. Sleeping Beauty. 
Sight too dearly bought! 
\ 'She flee ps, and though thoſe Eyes 
Whichlighten Gapid's Skies, | 
Be clos*d, yet ſuch a Grace 
Environeth that-Place, 3 
That | through Wonder to grow faint am brougat3 


age „ Alcon's Kiſs. = 
XV Hat others at their Ear. 
Two Pearls, Camilla at her Noſe did wear, 


The ſweet Cynarean Youth thou lively ſhows, | 


endure” you when you ſhine MES 


A \ 
WIN d nought ſaw 22. 
(For e is Mind) robbed witha pretty Kiſs 3 
But having known his miſs, | | | 
And felt what Ore he from that Mine did draw, 


When ſhe to come again did him defire; 
He fled, and ſaid, foul Vater quenched F:re, 


34- The — Venus ſleeping. 
A{ſcnger, vex not thy Ming 
Lo make me mine Eyes unſold ; 
For if thou ſhouldſt them behold, % 
Thine perhaps they will make blind, 


35. Laura zo Petrarch. 
Rather love a Youthand Childiſh Rime; | 
Than thee whoſe Verſe and Head are Wie through 


pe 2 x (Time. 
: 36. The Roſe, 
Low'r, which of Adon's Blood * 
b 


Sprang, when of that clear Flood 
Which Venus wept, another white was born: 


But this ſharp-· pointed Thorn 

So proud about thy Crimſon Folds that grows, 

What doth ir repreſent ? \ 

Boars Teeth (perhaps) his Milk-white Flank which 
O ſhow in one of unefteemed Worth | (rent. 
That both rhe kill'd, and Killer ſetteth forth! 


37 A Lover's Prayer, 
Eat to a Chriſta) Sptfog, 710 | 
| With Thirſt and Heat oppreſt, | 
arciſſm"fdic doth reſt, ., (bring 
Trees, pleafant Trees Which thoſe green Plains forth 
No interlace your trembling Tops above. 
And make a Canopy unto my Love; A 
So in Heaven's higheſt Houſe when Sun appears, 
Aurora may You cheriſh with her Tears. 


7 38. Tolas's Epitaph. 


Ere dear Jolas lies, - 
Who whilft he liv'd in Beauty did ſurpaſs 

That Boy, whoſe Heavenly Eyes ' 
Brought pris from above, 
Or him to Death who look'd in watry Glaſs, 
Even Jadge the God of Love, 
And if the Nyniph once held of him ſo dear 
Dorine the fair, would here bat ſhed one Tear, 


* 


Thou ſhouldſt in Nature's ſcorn 
A Purple Flow 'r ſee of this Marble born, 


39. The Trojan Horſe, 
Horſe I am, who Bit, 
Rein, Rod, Spur do not fear, 
When I my Riders bear, * q 
Within my Womb, not on my Back they Ft. 
No Streams L drink, nor care for Graſs or Corn 3 
Art me a Moiifter wrought | 
All Nature's Works to ſcorn 
A Mother I was without Mother born, 
In end all arm'd my Father I forth brought: 
W bat Thouſand Ships, and Champions of renown 
Could not do free, captiv'dI raz'd a Town. 


40. For Dorus 

Hy, Nau, ſtand ye nice 

Like to a well wrought Stone, 10 
When Dorus uould you kils ? 
Deny bim not that bleſs, | 
He's but a Child (old Men be Children twice) - 
And even a Toothleſs one: þ 
And When his Lips yours touch in that Delight, 


| Ye need not fear he will thoſe Cherries bite. 


* : 


41, Love wagabonding, 
Gr Nymphs, if, as ye ftray, La 
Ye find the ſroth born Goddeſs of the Sea, 
All blubb'red, pale, undone, 
Who W „ giddy Son, 
2 


That 
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That little God of Love, Br dues, 
W hoſe Golden Shafts your chaſteſt Boſoms prove ; 
Who leaving all the Heavens hath run away; 

If ought to him that finds him ſhe'll impart 

Tell her, he nightly lodgdeth in my Heart. 


2. To 4 River, 


Ith ſhe will not that 1 
Shew to the World my Joy, 

Thou, who oft mine Annoy 

Haſt heard, dear Flood, tell Thets, if thou can, 
T hat not a happier Man 
.Doth breath beneath the Sky. 

More ſweet, more white, more fair, 

Lips, Hands, and Amber Hair, 

Tell none qid ever touch, 

A ſmaller daintier Waſte 

Tell,never was embrac't ; 

But Peace, ſince ſhe forbids thee tell too much. 


5 43. Lida. 
Uch Lid is, that who her ſees, 
Through Envy, or through Love,ftraight dies. 


Phræne. 
onian Siſters, help my Pbræne's Praiſe to tell, 

A ee of my Heart, with whom the Graces 

or | ſurcharged am ſo ſore that I not know (dwell, 
What firft to praiſe of het, her Breaſt, or Neck of Snow, 
Her Checks withRoſes ſpred, or her Two Sun-likeEyes, 
Her teethofbrighteſt pearl, her lips where ſweetneſs lies, 
But thoſe ſo praiſe themſelves, being to all Eyes ſet forth, 
That, Muſes,ye nced not to {ay ought of their Worth, 
Then her white ſwelling Paps eſſay for to make known, 
Bu: her whiceſwellinga psthrpughimaliafhailorghhown, 
Let ſhe hath ſomething elſe more worthy than the re! 
Not [-en;go fing of that which lies be neath her Breaft, 
Andmountslike fair Parnaſſe,wherePegaſe Welldoth run; 
Here Phrane ſtay d my Muſe, ere ſhe had wel begun. 


35 Ayes deſired, 
Hough I with ſtrange Deſire 1431 
To kiſs thoſe rely Lips am ſet on fire, W 
Yet will | ceale to cave 
Swee.Kiſſ-s in ſuch Store, 
As he who long before | 
In Thouſands them from Lesbia did receive: 
Sweet Heart, but once me kiſs, 
And I by that ſwee: Blels _ 
Even iwear io ceaſe you to importune more; 
Poor One no Number is, | 
Another Word of me ye ſhall not hear 
After One Kiſs, but (till One Kiſs my Dear, 


Ear Life,while I do touch 
Kheſe Coral Ports ot Bleſs, 
Wu lch ſtill themſelves do kiſs, | 
And ſweetly me invite to do as much: 
All panting in my Lips, 
My Hcart my Life doth leave, | 
No Senle my Senſes have, 3 
And inuatd Powers do find a ſtrange Eclipſe: 
This Dcath ſo heavenly well | 


Doth ſo me pleale that 1 : 
Would never longer ſeck in Senſe to dwell, 
If that even thus 1 ouly could but die. 


E for to be alone, and all the Night to wander, 
1 Maids can prove chaſte, then chaſte is Phebe with: 
| 8 be out Slander, 


48. Anſwer. 


Ool, ſtin to be alone, all Night in Heaven to wandet, 
a. Would make the wanton chaſte, chen ſhe's chaſte 
K ; (without Slander, 


49. The Cruelty of Rora. 


Wer ſighing forth his Wrongs, 

| In ſweet, though doleful Songs, 

Alexis ſought to charm his Rora's Ears, 

The Hills were heard to moan, 

To ſigh each Spring appeared, mY" 

Trees, hardeſt Trees through Rind diſtilbd their Tears. 

x = grew —_ Stone: 82 
ut Tears, nor Sighs, nor Songs could Nora 

For ſhe rejoiced at his Plaint — l N . 


50. A Ri fo 
Ark, happy Lovers, 4 

This fit ſt and laſt of Joys, 
This Sweetner of Annoys, 
This Nectar of the Gods, 3 
You call a Kiſs,is with it ſelf at odds: 
And half ſo ſweet is not | 
In equal Meaſure got, 
At Light of Sun, as it is in the dark, 
Hark, happy Lovers, hark. 


51. Kala's Complaint, 


Ala old Mopſus Wife, 
Kala with faireft Face, 
0 


r whom the Neighbour Swains oft were 3 i 
As ſhe to milk hgr ſnowy Flock did tend, 3 
Sigh'd with a heavy Grace, - _ 
And ſaid ; What wretch like me doth tead her Life ? 
I ſee not how my Task ſhall have an End, .. 

All Day I draw theſe ſtreaming Dugs in Fold, 
All Night mige empty Husband's ſoft and cold, 


52+ Phyllis. 
N Petticoat of green, | 
Her Hair about her Eyne, 
Phyllis beneath an Oak e 
Sat milking her fair Flock! 


* 


*Mongft that ſweet-ftrained Moifture (rare Detight) 


Her Hand ſeem'd Milk, in Milk jt was ſo white. 
53. A Wiſh. 


1 forge to mighty Fove K 

- The Thunder Bolts above, 
Nor on this Round below- 

Rich Midas Skill to know, 

And make all Gold 1 touch, 

Do I detire, it is for me too much 3 

Of all the Arts gd beneath [the Sky, 
I would but Phys Lapidary be. * 


54. Niſa. 
N. Palemon's Wife, him weeping told 
He kept not Grammar Rules now being old ; 
For why, (quoth ſhe) Poſition falſe make ye, 
Putting a ſhort Thing wherea long ſhould be, 


55. A Lover's Heaven. 
"YHoſe Stars, nay Sun, which turn 
So ſtately in their Spheres, 
And dazling do not burn, 
The Beauty of the Morn —_ 
W hich on theſe Cheeks appears 
The Harmony Which to that Voice is given, 
Makes me think you are Heaven | 
If Heaven you be, Othat by Powerful-Charms, 
I Atlas were enfolded in your Arms? ; 


56. Epitapßb. Ia i 
His dear, though not reſpected Earth,doth hold 
One tor hisWorth,whoſe Tomb ſhould be of Gold. 


7 Ho would Perſection's fair Idea ſee, | 
On pretty Chlor# let him look with me; 
nite is her Hair, her Teeth white, white her Skin, 
Black be her Eyes, her Eye - Brows Cupid's Iun: 
Her Locks, her Body, Hands do long appear, 
But Teeth ſhort, ſhort her Womb, and as 
1264041 The 
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The ſpace *twixt Shoulders, Eyes are vide, Brow wide, 
Strait Wa ſte, the Mouth ſtrait, and her Virgin Pride, 
Thick are her Lips, Chighs, with Banks ſwelling there, 
Her Noſe is ſmall, ſhall Fingers, and her Halt: 
Her ſugred Mouth, her Cheeks, ber Nails be red, 
Little her Foot, Breaft lictle, and her Head, 

Such Venus was, ſuch was that Flame of Troy, 

Such Cloris is, mine Hope, and only Joy. 


58. Lalus' Death. 
Midft the Waves profound, 
Far, far from all Relief, 
The honeſt Fiſher I 2, ah! is drown'd, 
Shut in his little Skiff: ö 
The Boards of which did ſerve him for a Bier, 
So that when he to the black World came near, 
Of him no Silvergreedy Charon got. 
For he in his on Boat | 
Did paſs that Flood, by which the Gods do ſwear; 


59. To Thaumantia „ging. 
S it not too too much 

Thou late didſt to me prove, 
A Baſilisk of Love? | 
And didſt my Wits bewitch 
Unleſs (to cauſe more Harm) 
Made Syren too thou with thy Voice me char m? 
Ah ! though thou ſo my Reaſon didſt controul, 
That to thy Lppks I could not prove a Mole: 
Yet do me nt that Wrong, | | 
As not to let me turn Aſp to thy Song. 


15 1 Upon 6 Claſs, ; a6 
would ſee Threeds purer than the (39lg, 
| Where Love his Wealth doth 442 . 1 
ut take this Glaſs, and thy fair al, hoe e 
If Whiteneſs thou would' ſee more whice op Spo, 
And read on Wonder's Bock? . 
Farchead logk, | 


| 
Take but this Glaſs, and on thy | 
Would thou in Wincer ſee a CrimſonRoſe, © 
Whole Thorns do huct each. Heart ? 
Look but in Glaſs how thy ſweet Ligs do cloſe, 


Wouldſt thou ſee Planets which all import. 
Or Meteors divine? 15 


But take this Glaſs, and upon thine Eyne. 
No, Planets, Roſe, Sc, Gold, cannot compare 
With you, dear Eyes, Lips, Bros, aad amber Hair, 


6 I- Of 4 Bee, 
S an audaciousKnight, _ 

1 Come with ſome Foe to fight, £4 
His Sword doth brandiſh, makes his Armour ring: 
So this proud Bee (at home, perhaps, a King) | 

1 


3 


Did buzzing fly abour, 3 
And (Tyrant) after thy fair Lip did ſting: 
O Champion range as ſtout! | | 
Who haft by Nature found, | | 
Sharp Arms, and Trumpet ſhcill, to ſound and wound. 


62. . . ſame. 
Do not kill that B 

That thus hath wounded thee 
Sweet, it was no Deſpite, 
But Hue did him deceive 3 | 
For when thy Lips did cloſe, | 
He deeme1 them a Roſe, | 
What wouldfi thou further crave ? ; | 
He wanting Wit, and blinded with Delight, 53 
Would ſain have kiſs d, but mad with Joy did bite. 


63. . Of a Kyſs. 
H! of that cruel Bee 
A Thy Lips have ſuckt too much: 
or When they mine did touch, 
| found that both they hurt, and ſweetned me: 
This by the Sting they have, 


And that they of the Honey do receive: 
Dear Kils, elſe by what Art 


Let Love a Work- man be, 


Couldſt thou at once both pleaſe and wound my Heart? 


* 


AK 


64. Idmon #0 Venus. 


F, Acid alia's Queen, 
Thou cn me thy Torch, * 

And with the ſome Tbaumantia's Heart ſhalt ſcorch, 
Each Year a Mirtle Tree | 
Here Ido vow to conſecrate to thee ; 
And when the Meads grow green, 
I will of ſweeteſt Flowers . 
Weave Thouſand Garlands, to adorn thy Bowrs. 


65. A Lover's Plaint. 
N Midſ of ſilent Night, 
When Men, Birds, Beaſts, doreft, 
With Love and Fear Poſſeſt, 
To Heaven, and Flore, I count my heavy Plight, 
Again with roſeate Wings | 
When Morn peeps forth, and Pbilome la ſings, 
Thea void of all Relief, 
Do I renew my Grief: 
Day follows Night, Night Day, whilſt til T prove, 
That Heaven isdeaf, Flore carelels of my Love, 


66. His Firebrand. 


" Eave Page that ſlender Torch, 
And in Chis gloomy Night : 
Let only ſhine the Light 
Of Love's hot Brandon, which my Heart doth ſcorch: 
A Sigh, or Blaft of Wind, 25:0: 8 
My Tears, or Drops of Rain, 
May that at once make blind; 


Whil;this like tua burniog ſhall remain. 


67. Daphnis Vom. 
Hen Sun doth hring the Day 
Prem ibs A elian Sea, 


Or Moon her Coach doth roll 


Above the Northern Pole, 


When Serpeuts can not hiſs, 
And Lovers ſhall not kiſs: | 
Then may it he, but in no Time till then, 
That Dapbnu can fogret bis Orienne. 


68. The Statue of Venus 


Reak not my ſweet Repoſe, 


ſleeping 


Thou Mo hom free Will,or Chance, brings to this 
Let Lids theſe Comets clole, (Place, 
O do not ſeek to ſce theit ſhining Grace: 8 
12 when mine Eyes thou ſceſt, ek thine will blind, 

And thou ſhalt part, hut leave thy Heart behind. 
69. Anthea's C. 
His Virgin- lock of Hair G 
To lamon Anibe a gives, 

Idmon for whom ſhe lives, | 
Though oft ſhe mix his Hopes with cold Deſpair ; 


This now, but abſent if he conſtant prove, 
With Gift more dear ſhe vows to meet his Love, 


70. To Thaumantia. 
Ome, let us live, and love, 
And kiſs Tbaumantia mine: 
I ſhall the Elm be, be to me the Vine 
Come let us teach new Billing to the Dove: 
Nay, toaugment our Bleſs, | 
Let Souls even other Kils, 


Undo, diſtemper, and his Cunning prove, 
Of Kiſſes Three make One, of One make Three: 


Though Moon, Sun, Stars, be Bodies far more brigbt, 


Let them not vaunt they match us in Delight, 


71. A Lover's Day and Night. 
ROE: Meteor of Day, 

For me in Theris Bowrs for ever ſtay : 
Night, to this flowry Globe 
Ne're ſhow for me thy Star- embroidred Robe; 
My Night, my Day, do not 
But hang on Mira's Brow : 


F 


proceed from you, 


For 


For when ſhe lowrs, and hides from me her Eyes, 
Midſt cleareſt Day I find black Night ariſe, 
When ſmiling ſhe again thoſe Twins doth turn, 
In midft of Night I find Noon's Torch to burn, 


72. The Statue of Adonis. 
HenVenw,longft that Plain, 

This Parian Adon ſaw, 
She ſigh*d,and ſaid, What Power breaksDeftine's Law, 
World-mourned Boy, and makes thee live again? 
Then with ſtretcht Arms ſhe ran him to enfold: 
But when ſhe did behold 
The Boar, whoſe ſnowy Tusks did threaten Death, 
Fear cloſed up her Breath : 
Who can but grant then that theſe Stones do live, 
Sith this bred Love, and thata Wound did give ? 


73. Clorus to a Grove. 
Ld Oak, and you thick Grove, 
I ever ſhall you love, 
With theſe ſweet-ſmelling Briers: 
For Briers, Oak, Grove, ye crowned my Deſires, 
When vnderneath your Shade 
I left my Woe, and Flore her Maidenhead, 


74. A Conplet Encomiaſtick. 


1 2 ; 1 2 3 
core, Gru, Phebui, will feed, deck, and crows, 
1 2 3 1 
Thy Heart, Brows, Verſe, with Flames, with 
2 # 3 
(Flowers, Renown, - 


75: An other, 


-+-+4 4 


76. Upon a Bay Treeq not long ſince grow- 
ing in the Ruines of Virgil's Tomb, 


Hoſe Stones which once had I ruft 

Of Maro's Sacred Duſt, 
Which now of their firſt Beauty ſpoil'd are ſcen, 
That they due Praiſe not want, 
Inglorious and remain, 
A Delian Tree (fair Nature's only Plant) 
Now courts, and ſhadows with her Treſſes green: 
Sing 46 Pæan, ye of Phælus Train, 
Though Envy, Avarice, Time, your Tombs throw down, 
With Maiden-lawrells Nature will them crown, 


7. Flora's Flower. 
Enu doth love the Roſe, 
Apollo thoſe dear Flowers 
Which were his Paramours, 
The Queen of ſable Skies, 
The ſubtile Lunaries, 
But Flore likes none of thoſe, 
For fair to her no Flower ſeems ſave the Lillie: 
And why? Becaule one Letter turns it P. 


78. Melampus's Epitaph. 

LL that a Dog could have 
A The good Melampus had: 
Nay, he had more than what in Beaſts we crave, 
For he could play the Brave, 
And often, like a Thraſo ſtern, go mad; 
And if ye bad not ſeen, but heard him bark, 
Ye would have [worn he was your-Pariſh Clark, 


79. The Happineſs of a Flea. 


Ow Happier is that Flea 
Which in thy Breaſt doth play, 


Than that py'd Butterfly 


Which courts the Flame, and in the ſame doth die? 
That hath a light Delight | 
(Poor Fool) contented only with a Sight, 

When this doth ſpoct, and iwell with deareft Food, 
And if he die, he Kaightslike dies in Blood. 


— 


80. Of that ſame, 


Oor Flea, then thou didſt die, 

Yet by ſo ſair a Hand, | 
That thus todie was Deftine to command : 
Thou didft die, yet didſt try "en 
A Lover's lat Delight, A, 
To yault on Virgin-plains, Her kiſs, and bite? 
Thou diedft, yet haft thy Tomb - 
Between thoſe Paps, O dear and ſtately Room? 
Flea, happier far, more bleſt, 
Than Phenix burning in his ſpicy Neſt, 


81m. Lina's Virginity. 
Ho Lina weddeth, hall moſt happy be, 
| For he a Maid ſhall find, 
Though Maiden none be ſhe, 
A Girl, or Boy, beneath her waſte confin'd : 
And thoygh bright Ceres Locks be never ſhorn 
He ſhall be ſure this Year to lack no Corn. 


82. Love naked. 
Nd would ye, Lovers, know 
Why Love doth naked go ? 

Fond, waggiſh, changeling Lad, 
Late whilſt Thaumantia's Voice 
He wondring heard, it made him ſo rejoice, 
That he o'rejoy'd ran mad: 
And in a frartick Fit threw Cloaths away, 
And ſince from Lip and Lap hers can not ſtray. 


„ 
Retch'd Niobe J am, 
Let Wreiches read my Caſe, 


» 


Nit {uch who with a Tear neer wet their Face; 
ven Vaughters of me came, 


And Sons as many, Which one fatal Day 

(Ocb'd Mother { j tock away. 

Thus reft by Heavens unjufi, 
Grief turn'd me Stone, Stone too medoth entomb, 
Which it thou doſt miftruft, 

C* this hard Rock but ope the flinty Womb, 
rc thou ſhalt find Marble, no Duſt, 


| 84. Change of Love. 
NcedidI weep, and\groan, 

Drink Tears, draw loathed Breath, 
Andall for Love of one | 
Who did affect my Death: 

But now ( Thanks to Diſdain) 

I live reliev'd ef Pain, 

For Sighs, I ſinging go, 

I burn not as before, no, no, no, no. 


. 8g. Wild Beauty. 
F all but Ice thou be, L 
How doft thou thus me burn ? 
Or how at Fire which thou doſt raiſe in me 
(Sith Ice) thy ſelf in Streams doſt thou not turn ? 
But rather (plaintful Caſe /! ) 
Ot Ice art Marble made to my Diſgrace: 
O Miracleof Love! not heard till now, 


Cold Ice doth burn, and hard by Fire doth. grow. 


86, Conſtant Love. 


1 makes great States decay, 
Time doth May's Pomp diſgrace, 
Time draws deep Furrows in the faireft Face, 
Time Wiſdom, Force, Renown, doth take away, 
Time doth conſume the Years. | 
Time changes Works in Heaven's eternal Spheres; 
Yet this fierce Tyrant which doth all devour, 
To leſſen Love in me ſhall have no Power. 


= Cbloris, how the Clouds 

Tilt in the Azure Lifts, * 
And how with Stygian Miſts £ 
Each horned Hill his Giant Forehead ſhrouds. 
Fove thundepeth in the Air, f 


The 


yy 


ä ——— — — * 


The Air grown great with Rain, 

Now ſeems to bring Deucalion's Days again: 
I ſee thee quake 3 come, let us home repair; 
Come hide thee in mine Arms, 

If not for Love, yet to ſhun greater Harms, 


88. Thyrſis in Diſpraiſe of Beauty. 
Hat which ſo much the doating World doth priſe, I 
Fond Ladies only Care, and ſole Delight, 
Soon-fading Beauty, which of Hues doth riſe, 
Is but an abject Let of Nature's Might; 
Moft woful Wretch, whom ſhining Hair and Eyes, 
Lead to Love's Dungeon, traitor'd by a Sight, 
Moſt woful: For he might with greater Eaſe 
Hell's Portals enter, and pale Death appeaſe. 


As in delicious Meads beneath the Flowers, 
And the moſt wholſom Herbs that May can ſhow, 
In Chriſtal Curls the ſpeckled Serpent lowrs, 
As in the Apple (which moſt fair doth grow) 
The rotten Worm is clos'd, which it devours, 
As in gilt Cups with Gnoſſian Wine which flow, 
Oft Poiſon pompouſly doth hide its Sowrs : 
So Lewdneſs, Falſhood, Miſchiet, them advance, 
Clad with the pleaſant Rays of Beauty's Glance. 


Good thence is chac'a, where Beauty doth appear, 
Mild Lowlineſs with Pity from it fly, 
Where Beauty reigns as in their proper Sphere, 
Ingratitude, Diſdain, Pride, all deſcry, | 
The Flower, and Fruit which Vertue's Tree ſhould bear, 
With her bad Shadow Beauty maketh die: 
Beauty a Monfter is, a Monfter hurl d 
From angry Heaven, to ſcourge this lower World, 


As Fruits which are unripe, and ſowr of Taft, 
To be conte&'d more fit than ſweet we prove, | 
For ſweet ia Spight ot Care themſelves will waſt, 
When they long kept, the Appetite do move: 
So in the Sweretne of his Near Love 
The foul Contects, and Sea ſouis of his Feaſt: 

Sor is far better whic ſweet may make; 
Than ſweet which ſyc-c:: Sweetpeſs will not take, 


Foul may my Lady be, and may her Noſe 
(A Tanarife) give Umbrage iv ber Chin; 
May her gay Mouth (which ſhe no Time may cloſe) 
So wide be, that the Moon may turn therein, 
May Eyes, and Teeth, be made conform to thoſe, 
Eyes ſet by Chance and white, Teeth black and thin: 
May all what ſeen is, and is hid from Sight, 
Like unto theſe rare Parts be framed right. 


I ſhall not fear thus though ſhe ſtray alone, 
T bat others her purſue, entice, admire, | 
And though ſhe ſometime counterfeit a Groan, 
I ſhall not think her Heart feels unconth Fire, 
I ſhall not Stile her ruthleſs to my Moan, 
Nor proud, diſdaintul, wayward to Defires = 
Her Thoughts with mine will hold an equal Line; 
I ſhall be hers, and ſhe ſhall all be mine. 


89. Eurymedon's Praiſe of Mira. 
Em of the Mountains, Glory of our Plains, 
Rare Miracle of Nature, and of Love, 
Sweet Ailas, who all Beauty's Heavens ſuſtains, 
No, Beauty's Heaven, where all her Wonders move, 
The Sun from Eaſt to Welt who all doth ſee; 
On this low Glob ſees nothing like'to thee. 


One Plæxix only liv'd ere thou waſt born, 
And Earth but did one Queen of Love admire, 


oy 
» 


| 
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Three Gaces only did the World adorn, 

But thrice Three Muſes ſung to Phebu Lyre, 
TwoPhenixes be now, Love's Queens are T'wo, 
Four Graces, Mules Ten, all made by you. 


For thoſe Perfections which the bounteous Heavyes 

To diverſe Worlds in diverſe Times aſſign'd; 

With Thouſands more, tothee at once were given; 

Thy Body fair, more fair they made thy Mind: 
And that thy like no Age ſhould more behold, 
When thou watt fram'd they after brake the Mold. 


Sweet are the Bluſhes, on thy Face which ſhine, 
Sweet are the Flames, which ſparkle from thine Eyes, 
Sweet are his Torments, who for thee doth pine, 
Moſt fweet his Death, for thee who ſweetly dies, 

For if he diez hedies not by Annoy, | 

But too much Sweetneſs and abundant Joy. | 


What are my flender Lays to ſhow thy Worth! 

How can baſe Words a Thing ſo high make known, 

So wooden Globes bright Stars to us ſet forth z 

So in a Chriſtal is Sun's Beauty ſhown : | 
More of thy Praiſes if my Muſe ſhould write, 
More Love and Pity muſt che ſame indite 2 


yo.Thaumantia at the Departure of Idmon; 


Aire Diane, from the Height | BIT; 
Of Heaven's firſt Orb who chear'ſt this lower 


Hide now from me thy Light, (Place 
And pitying my Caſe, 10 r 
Spread with a Skart of Clouds thy bluſhing Face. 
Come with your doleful Songs, Fr 


Night's {able Birds, which plain when ochers lleepy 
Come, folemmze my Wrongs, | 
And Conſort to me keep, | 


Sith Heaven, Earth, Hell, are at to cauſe me weep: 


This Grief pet] could bear, 
If now by Abſence I were. only pin d. 
But ah ! worſe Erill fear, | 


Nen abſes: prove unkind, — 


And change (unconſtant like the Moon) their Mind. | 


If Thought had ſo much Po wer 

Of thy Departure, that it could me lay ; 

How will that ugly. Hour 

My feeble Senſe diſmay, _ | 
Farewel ſweeet Heart, when ſhall hear thee ſay ? 


Dear Life, ſith thou muſt go —_..;. 
Take all my Joy and Comfort hence with theey ' 
And leave with me thy Woe; I i; 
Which until I thee ſee, ' 


Nor Time, nor Place, nor Change ſhall take fcom nie: 


91. Erycine at the Departure of Alexis. 

Nd wilt thou then, Alexi mine, depart ! 

And leave the ſe Flowry Meads,& Chr iſtal Streams? 
Theſe Hills as green as great with Gold and Gems, 
Which court thee with rich Treaſure in each Part: 
Shall nothing hold thee ? Not my Loyal Heart, 

That burſts to loſe the Comforts of thy Beams? 
Nor yet this Pipe which wildeſt Satyrs tames ? 


Nor Lambkins Wailing ? nor old Dorus Smart? 


O ruthleſs Shepherd, Forreſts ftrange among 

What canſt thoù elſe but fearful Dangers find? 

But ah! not thou, but Honour doth me Wrong; 

O cruel Honour! Tyrant of the Mind, 
This ſaid ſad Erycine, and all the Flowers 
Empearled, as ſhe went, with Eyes ſalt Showers, 
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SPIRITUAL POEMS. 


1. 
Good that never ſatisfies the Mind, 
A Beauty fading like the April mos 


Sweet with Floods of Gall that runs combin' 


A 
A Pleaſure paſſing ere in Thought made ours, 
A Honour that more fickle is than Wind, 


A Glory at Opinion's Frown that low'rs, 

A Treaſury which bankrupt Time devours, 

A Knowledge than grave Ignorance more blind: 

A vain Delight our Equals to command, 

A Stile of Greatneſs, in effect a Dream, | 

A ſwelling Thought of holding Sea and Land. 

A ſervile Lot, deckt witn a pompous Name: 
Are the ſtrange Ends we toil for here below, 
Til uiſeſt Death make us our Errors know. 


2. 
Ife a right Shadow is, 
For if it long appear, ; 
Then is it ſpent, and Death's long Night draws near; 
Shadows are moving, light, 
And is there ought ſo moving as is this? 
When it is moſt in Sight, | 
It fteals away, and none knows how or where, 
So near our Cradles to our Coffins are, 


Ook as the Flow'r anch lingringly doth fade, 
The Morning's Darling late, the Summer's Queen, 
Spoil*d of that Juice which kept it freſh and green, 
As high as it did raiſe, bows low the Head; 
Right ſo the Pleaſures of my Life being dead, 
Or in their Contraties but only ſeen, 
With ſwifter Speed declines than erſt it ſpred, 
And (blaſted) ſcarce now ſhows what it bath been, 
Therefore: as dot tne Pilgrims, whom the Nlght 
Haſte-darkly to impriſon on his way, 
Think on thy Home (my Soul) and think aright, 
Of uhat s yet left thee of Life's waſting Day; 
Thy Sun poſts Weſtward, paſſed is thy Morn, 
And twice it is not given thee to be born, 


He weary Mariner ſo faſt not flies 
An bowling Tempeſt, Harbour to attain, 
Nor Shepherd hattes (when frays of Wolves ariſe) 
So faft to Fold to ſave his bleating Train, 
As 1 (wing'd with Contempt and juſt Diſdain) 
Now fly the World, and what it moſt doth prize, 
And Sanctuary ſeek, ſree to remain 
From Wounds ofabj. ct Times, and Envy's Eyes; 
To me this World did oncè ſeem ſweet and fair, 
W hile Senſes light Minds Perſpettive kept blind; 
Now like imagin'd Landskip in the Air, 
And weeping Rain-bows her beſt Joys I find ; 
Or if ought here is had that Praiſe ſhould have, 
It is an obſcure Life, and ſilent Grave, 


5. 
E this fair Volume which we World do Name 
If we the Sheets and Leaves could turn with care, 
Of Him who it corrects, and did it frame, | 
We clear might read the Art and Wiſdom rare, 
Eind out bis Power which wildeft Pow'rs doth tame, 
His Providence _— every where, 
His Juſtice which proud Rebels doth not 
In every Page, no, Period of the ſame :; 
But filly we like fooliſh Children reft, _. + 


You pleas'd with colour'd Velum, Leaves of Gold, 
a 


ſpare, 


ir dangling Ribbands, leavihg what is beſt, 


| On the great Writer's Senſe ne're taking hold 


Or it by Chance we ftay our Minds on ought, [ 
It is ſome Picture on the Margin wrought. vie 


6. 


He Grief was common, common were the cries, 
Tears, Sobs, and Groans of that afflicted Train, 
Which of God's choſen did the Sum contain, 
And Earth rebounded with them,pierc'd were Skies z 
All Good had left the World, each Vice did reign 
In the moſt monſtrous Sorts Hell could devife, 
And all Degrees and each Eftate did ſtain, 
Nor further had to go whom to ſurprize 
The World beneath the Prince of Darkneſs lay, 
And in each Temple had himſelf inftall'd, 
Was ſacrific'd unto, by Prayers call'd, 
Reſponſes gave, Which (fools) they did obey: 
When (pitying Man) God ofa Virgin's Womb 
Was born, and thoſe falſe Deities ſtruck dumb. 


7. a 
R (Shepherds) run, where Bethlem bleſt appears, 
We bring the Beſt ot News, be not diſmày d, 
A Saviour there is born, more old than Years, 
Amidſt the rolling Heaven this Earth who ſtay'd ; 
In a poor Cottage Inn'd, a Virgin Maid, | 
A weakling did him bear who all upbears, 
There he in Cloaths is wrapt, in Manger laid, 
To whom too narrowSwadlings are our Spheres, 
Run (Shepherds) run, and dine his Birth, 
This is that Night, no, Day grown great with Bleſs, 
In whieh the Power of Satan broken is, 
In Heaven be Glory, Peace unto the Earth 
Thus ſinging through the Air the Angels ſwam, 
And all the Stars re-ecchocd the ſame. 


8. 


O Than the faireſt Day, thrice fairer Night, 
Night to beſt Days, in which a Sun doth riſe, 

Ot which chat golden Eye which clears the Skies, 

Is but a ſparkling Ray, a Shadow - light; 

And bleſſed ye (in lilly Paſtors Sight) 

Mild Creatures in whoſe warm Crib now lies, "if 38, 

That Heaven-ſent Youngling, holy Maid-born Wight, 


Midſt, End, Beginning of our Prophelies; | 
| Ble ſt 


— — 


Bleſt Cottage that hath Flow'rs in Winter ſpread, 
Though withered bleſſed Graſs, that hath the Grace 
To deck and be a Carpet to that Place, 


Thus ſinging to the Sounds of oaten Reed, 
Before the Babe, the Shepherds bow'd their Knees, 
And Springs ran Nectar, Honey dropt from Trees. 


| 9. | 
He laft and greateſt Herauld of Heaven's King, 
Girt with rough Skins, hies to the Deſarts wild, 

Among that Savage Brood the Woods forth bring, 
Which he more harmleſs found than Man, and mild; 
His Food was Locutis, and what there doth ſpring, 
With Honey that from Virgin Hives diſtiu'd, 
Parcht Body, hollow Eyes, ſome uncouth Thing 
Made him appear, long ſin ce rom Earth exil'd, 
There burſt he forth; All ye whoſe Hopes rely 
On God, with me amidft theſe Deſarts mourn, 
Repent, repent, and from old Errors tura. 


Who liſt'ned to his Voice, obey'd his cry 
Only the Ecchoes, which he made relcnt, 
Rung from their fliuty Caves, Repent, repent. 


10. . 
Heſe Eyes (dear Lord) once Tapers of Deſire, 
Frail Scouts betraying what they had to keep, 
Which their own Heart, then others ſet on Fire, 
Their trait'rous black oe fore thee here out-wee 
Theſe Locks of bluſhing Deeds, the gilt Attire, 
Waves curling, wracktul Shelves to ſhadow deep, 
Rings wedding Souls to Sin's lethargick Sleep, 
To touch thy Sacred Feet do now aſpire, 
In Seas of Care behold a ſinking Bark, 
By Winds of ſharp Remorſe unto Thee driven, 
O let me not be Ruine's aim'd-at Mark, 
My Faults confeft (Lord) ſay they are forgiven, 
Thus figh'd to Fe/is the Berbanian fair, 
His Tear-wet Feet ftill drying with her Hair, 


1 
Changed Countries new Delights to find, 
| But ah! for Pleaſure I did find new Pain, 

nchanting, Plcaſure ſo did Reaſon blind, 
That Father's Love and Words I ſcorn'd as yain ; 
For Tables rich, for Bed, for following Train 
Of careful Servants tooblerve my Mind, 
Theſe Herds I keep my Fellows are aſſign'd, 
My Bed's a Rock, and Herbs my Life ſuſtain, 
Now while 1 Famine feel, fear worſer Harms, 
Father and Lord | turn, thy Love (yet great) 
My Faults will pardon, pity mine Eftate, | 
This where anaged Oak had ſpread its Arms 
Thought the loſt Child, while as the Herds he led, 
And pin'd with Hunger on wild Acorns fed. 

I 2, : 
F that the World doth in amaze remain, 
To hear in what a ſad deploring Mood, 

The Pelican pours from her Breaft ner Blood, 
To bring to Life her Younglings back again? 
How ſhould we wonder at that ſovereign Good, 
Who from that Serpent's Sting (that had us llain} 
Toſave our Lives, ſhed his Lite's Purple Flood, 
And turn'd to endleſs Joy out endleſs Pain? 
Uogratetul Soul, that charm'd with falſe Delight 
Hatt long long wander d in Sin's flow ry Path, 
And didft not think at all, or thoughtſt not Right 
On this thy Pelican's great Love and Death, 

Here pauſe, and let(rhough Earth it icorn)Heaven ſee 

Thee pour forth Tears to him pour'd Blood for thee, 


I £ | 
F in the Eaſt when you 10 there behold 
Forth from his Chriſtal Bed the Sun to riſe, 
With roſie Robs and Crown of flaming Gold; 
If gazing on that Empreſs of the Skies 
That takes ſo many Forms, and thoſe fair Brands 
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Which blaze in Heaven's high Vault, Night's watch- 
If ſeeing bow the Seas tumultuous Bands (ful Eyes; 
Of bellowing Billows, have their Courſe confin'd, 

How unſuftain'd the Earth till ted faſt ſtands; 

Poor mortal Wights, you c're found in your Mind 
A Thought, that ſome great King did fit above, 
Who had ſuch Laws and Rites to them aihgn'd : 

A King who fix'd the Poles, made Spheres to move, 
All Wiſdom, Pureneſs, Excellency, Might, 

All Goodneſs, Greatnels, Juſtice, Beauty, Love 3 

With Fear and Wonder hither turn your Sight, 

See, ſee (alas) him now, not in that State 
Thought could fore - cal Iim ito Reaſon's Light, 
Now Eyes with Tears, now Hearts with Grief make 

Bemoan this cruel Death and ruthful Caſe, (great, 
If ever Plaints juſt Woe could aggravate, 
From Sin and Hell to ſave us humane Race, 
See this great King nail'd to an abject Tree, 
An Object ot Reproach and ſad Diſgrace. 

O unheard Pity ! Love in ſtrange Degree! | 
He His own Life doth give, His Blood doth ſhed; 
For Wormlings baſe ſuch Worthineſs to (ee. 

Poor Wights, behold his Viſage pale as Lead, 

His Head bow d to His Breaſt, Locks ſadly rent, 
Like a cropt Roſe that languiſhing doth tade. 

Weak Nature weep, aftoniſh'a World lament, 
Lament, you Winds, you Heaven that all contains; 
And thou my Soul) let nought thy Griefs relent, 

Thoſe Hands, thoſe ſacred Hands which hold the Reins 
Of this great All, and kept from mutual Wars 
The Elements, bear rent for thee their Veins : 

Thoſe Feet, which once muſt tread on golden Stars, 
For thee withNailswould bepierc'dthrough andtorn; 
For thee Heaven's King from Heaven himlelf debars: 


This great heart-quaking Dolor wail and mourn 


Ye that long fince Him ſaw by Might of Faith, 
Ye now that are, and ye yet to be born. 
Not to behold his great Creator's Death, 
The Sun from ſinful Eyes hath vail'd his Light, 
And faintly journies up Heavens ſapphyre Path: 
And cutting from her Brows her Treſſes bright, 
The Moon doth keep herLord'% ſad Obſequies; 
Impearling with her Tears her Rob of Night, 
All ftaggering and lazy lowre the Skies, 
The Earth and elemental Stages quake, 
The long-ſince dead from burſted Graves ariſe, 
And can things wanting Senſe yet Sorrow take, 
And bear a part with him who all them wronght ? 
And Man (though bora with Cries)ſhall Pity lack ? 
Think what had been your State, had he not brought 
To theſe ſharp Pangs himſelf, and priz'd fo high 
Your Souls,that with his Life them Life he bought- 
What Woes do you attend? if ſtill ye ly 
Plung'd in your wonted Ordures? wretched Brood, 
Shall for your Sake again God ever die? 
O leave deluding ſhews, embrace true Good, 
He on you calls, forgo Sin's ſhameful Trade, 
With Prayers now {eek Heaven, and not with Blood; 
Let not the Lambs more from their Dams be had, 
Nor Altars bluſh for Sin, live every thing, 
That long Time long'd for Sacrifice is made, 
All that is from you crav'd by this great King 
Is to believe, a pure Heart Incenſe is, 
What Gift (alas) can we bim meancr bring? 
Haſte fin-ſick Souls, this Seaſon do not miſs, | 
Now while remorſeleſs Time doth grant you Space; 
And God invites you to your only Bliſs ; 


He who youcalls will not deny you G:ace, 


But low-deep bury Faults, ſo ye repent, 
His Arms (lo) ſtretched are you to embrace. 
When Days are done, and Lite's ſmall Spark is ſpent; 
So you accept what freely here is given, 
Like Brood of Augels deathleſs, all- content, 
Ye ſhall for ever live with him in Heaven. 


14. | 
Ome forth,come forth,ye bleft triumphingBands, 
Fair Citizens of that immoctal Town, 
Come ſee that King Which all this All commands, 
Now nn with Love) die for his owa 3 3 
. 00 


— — — 


Ao find that they whom late he reft of Life, 


4 


Lock on thoſe Nails which pierce bis Feet and Hands, 
What a ſharp Diadem his Brows doth Crown ? 
Behold his pallid Face, his heavy Frown, 
And what a Throng of Thieves him mocking ſtands. 
Come forth ye Empyrean Troops, come forth, 
Preſerve this Sacred Blood that Earth adorns, 
Gather thoſe liquid Roſes off his Thorns, 
O! to be loſt they be of too much Worth: . 

1 2 3 I a 
For Streams, Juice, Balm they are, which quench „kills, 


3 
charms 
1 3 I 2 3 
Of God, Death, Hell, the Wrath, the Life, the Harms. 


15. 
Oul, whom Hell did once inthrall, | 
He, He for thine Offence, 

Did ſuffer Death, who could not die at all. 
O ſovereign Excellence, 
O Life of all that lives, 1 
Eternal Bounty which each good thing gives, 
Ho could Death mount ſo high? 
No Wit this Point can reach, 
Faith only doth us teach, 
He died for us; at all who could not die. 


16. 
Ife, to give Life, deprived is of Life, 

And Death diſplay'd hath Enſign againſt Death 
So violent the Rigour was of Death, 
That nought could daunt it but the Life of Life ; 
No Power had Pow'r to thrall Life's Pow'rs to Death, 
But willingly Lite down hath laid his Life, (Death, 
Love gave the Wound which wrought this work of 
His Bow and Shafts were of the Tree of Life: 
Now quakes the Author of eternal Deatb 


Shali fill is Room above the Liſts of Death, 

Now all rejoice in Deach who hope tor Life, 
Dead Jeſus lies, who Death bath kill'd by Death, 
Nc Tomb his Tomb is, but new Source of Life, 


| 0 7. 
iſe from thoſe fragrant Climes thee now embrace, 
N\ Unto this World of Ours, O haft thy Race, 
Fair Sun, and though contrary Ways all Year 
Thou hold thy Courſe, now with the higheſt Share, 
Join thy blew Wheels co haften Time that lowrs, 
And lazy Minutes turn to perfe& Hours 
The Night and Death too long a League have made, 
To ftow the World in Horrors ugly. Shade: 
Shake from thy Locks a Day with Safron Rays 
So fair, that ir outſhine all other Days 
And yet do not preſume (great Eye of Light) 
To be that which this Day muſt make ſo bright, 
Sce, an Eternal Sun haſtes to ariſe, 
Not from the Eaftern bluſhing Seas or Skies, 
Or any ſtranger Worlds Heavens Concaves have, 
But from the Darkneſs of an hollow Grave, 
And this is that all powerful Sun above, 
That crown'd thyBrows withRays,firſtmade thee move. 
Lights Trumpeters, ye need not from your Bow'rs 
Proclaim this Day, this the Angelick Pow'rs 
Have done for you z buc now an Opal Hew 
Be paints Heaven's Cry ſtal, to the longing View: 
Eaita's late hid Colours ſhine, Light doth adorn 
The World, and (weeping Joy) forth comes the Morn 3 
And with her, as from a Lethargick Trance 
The vreath return'd that Bodies doth advance, 
Which I'woſad Nights in Rock lay coffin'd dead, 
And with an Iron Guard invironed; 
Life out of Death, Light out of Darkneſs ſprings, 
Fro:a a baſe Jail forth comes the King of Kings; 
Wat late was Mortal thrall'd to every Woe, 
That Lackey's Life, or upon Senſe doth grow, 
Immortal is of an eternal Stamp, 
Far brighter beaming than the Morning Lamp. 
So troma black Eclipſe out-pears the Sun: 


; 


Such { whea her Courſe of Days have on her run, 
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In a fat Forreſt in the pearly Eaſt, 
And ſhe her ſelf hath burnt and ſpicy Neft } 
The lovely Bird with youthful Pens and Comb, 
Doth ſoar from out her Cradle and her Tomb ; 
Soa ſmall Seed that in the Earth lies hid 
And dies, reviving burſts her cloddy Side, 
Adorn'd with yellow Lock sof new is born, 
And doth become a Mother great with Corn, 
Of Grains brings Hundreds with it, which when old 
Enrich the Furrows which do float with Gold, : 
Hail holy Victor, greateſt Victor ha il, 
That Hell doth ranſack, againſt Death prevail, 
O how thou long d for com'ſt! with joyful Cries, 
The all triumphing Palatines of Skies 
Salute thy riſing, Earth would Joys no more 
Bear, if thou rifing didſt them not reftore ; 
A ſilly Tomb ſhould not his Fleſh encloſe, 
Who did Heaven's trembling Terraſſes diſpoſe ; 
No Monument ſhould ſuch a Jewel hold, 
No Rock, though Ruby, Diamond, and Gold, 
T hou didft lament and pity humane Race, 
Beftowing on us of thy tree-given Grace 
More than we forfeited and loſed firft, 
In Eden Rebels when we were accurſt, 
Then Earth our Portion was, Earth's Joys but given 
Earth and Earth's Bleſs thou haft exchang'd with Hea. 
O what a Height of Good upon us ftreams (ven. 
From the great Splendor of thy Bounty's Beams ? 
When we delerv'd Shame, Horror, Flames of Wrath 
Thou bledft our Wounds, and ſuffer didſt our Death. 
But Father's Juſtice pleas'd, Hell, Death o'recome, 
In Triumph now thou riſeſt ſrom thy Tomb, : 
With Glories which paft Sorrows countervail, 
Hail holy Victor, greateſt Victor hail. 

Hence humble Senſe, and hence ye Guides of Senſe 
We now reach Heaven, your weak Intelligence * 
And ſearching Pow'rs were in a Flaſh made dim, 8 
To learn, from all Eternity that Him 
The Father bred, then that He here did come 
(His Bearers Parent)in a Virgin's Womb; (Thorn, 
But then when ſold, betray*d, crown'd, ſcourg'd with 
Nail'd to a Tree, all breathleſs, bloodleſs, torn, 
Entomb'd, him riſen from a Grave to find, 
Confounds your Cunning, turns,like Moles, you blind. 
Death, thou that heretofore ſtill barren waſt, 

Nay, didſt each other Birth eat up and waſte, 
Imperious, hateful, pitileſs, unjuſt, 

Impartial equaller of all with Duft, 

Stern Executioner of heavenly Doom, 

Made fruitful, now Life's Mother arr become, 
A ſweet Relief of Cares the Soul moleft, 

An Harbinger to Glory, Peace and Reſt, 

Put off thy mourning Weeds, yield all thy Gall 
To daily ſinning Life, proud of thy Fall, 
Aſſemble all thy Captives, haſte to riſe, 

And every Corſe in Earth-quakes where it lies, 
Sound from each flowry Grave and rocky Jail, 
Hail holy Victor, greateſt Victor hail, 

The World that wanning late and faint did lie, 

Applauding to our Joys, thy Victory, 

To a young Prime effays to turn again, 

And as e're ſoyl'd with Sin yet to remain, 

Her chilling Agues ſhe begins to mils, 

All Bleſs returning with the Lord of Bliſs. 

With greater Light Heaven's Temples opened ſhine, 

Morn's ſmiling riſe, Even's bluſhing do decline, 

Clouds dappled glifter, boyſt*rous Winds are calm, 

Soft Zephyrs do the Fields with Sighs embalm, 

In ſilent Calms the Sea hath huſht her Roars, 

And with enamour'd Curls doth kiſs the Shoars ; 

All-bearing Earth,like a new married Queen, 

Her Beauties highrens,in a Gown of Green 

Perfumes the Air,her Meads are wrought withF;ow'rs, 

In Colours various, Figures, Smelling, Pow'ts, 

Trees wanton in the Groves with leavy Locks, 

Her Hills enamelFd ſtand, the Vales, the Rocks 

Ring Peals of Joy, her Floods and pratling Brooks, 

(Stars liquid Mirrors) with ſerpenting Crooks, 

And whiupering Murmurs, ſound unto the Main, 

The Golden Age returned is again. _ 
e 
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The honey People leave their golden Bow'rs, 
And innocently prey on budding Flow*rs, 

In gloomy Shades percht on the tender Sprays 

T he painted Singers fill the Air with Lays ; 

Seas, Floods, Earth, Air, all diverfly do ſound, 
Yet all their diverſe Notes hath but one Ground, 
Re-eccho'd here down from Heaven's azure Vail, 
Hail holy Victor, greateſt Victor hailr- 

O Day on which Death's Adamantine Chain 
The Lord did break, did ranſack Satan's Reign, 
And in triumphing Pomp his Trophees rear'd, 
Be thou bleft ever, henceforth ſtill endear'd 
With Name of his own Day ; the Law to Grace, 
Types to their Subſtance yield, to thee give Place 
The old New-Moons, with all feftival Days, 

And what above the reſt deſerveth Praiſe, 

The reverend Sabbath, what could elſe they be 

Than Golden Heraulds, telling what by thee 

We ſhould enjoy ? Shades paſt, now ſhine thou clear, 
And henceforth be thou Empreſs of the Year, 

This Glory of thy Siſters Six to win, 

From work on thee, as other Days from Sin, 

That Mankind ſhall forbear, in every Place 

The Prince of Planets warmeth in his Race; 

And far beyond his Paths in trozen Climes; 

And may thou be ſo bleſt to out-date Times, 

That when Heaven'sQuire ſhall blaze in Accents loud 
The many Mercies of their Sovereign Good, 

How he on thee did Sin, Death, Hell deſtroy, 

It may be till the Burthen of their Joy. 


18. 


Be a ſable Vail, and Shadows deep, 

Of unacceſiible and dimming Light, 
In Silence Ebon Clouds more black than Night, - 
The World's great Mind his Secrets hid doth keep: 
Through thole thick Mifts when any mortal-Wight 
Aſpires, with halting Pace, and Eyes that weep 
To pry, and in his Myſteries to creep, 
With Thunders he aud Lightnings blaſts their Sight, 
O Sun inviſible, that doft abide 
Within thy bright Abyſmes, moſt fair, moſt dark, 
Where with thy proper Rays thou doſt thee hide, 
O ever-ſhining, never full-ſeen mark, 
To guide me in Life's Night, thy light me ſhow, 
The more I ſearch of thee, the leſs I know, 


19 
F with ſuch paſſing Beauty, choice Delights, 
The Architect of this great Round did frame, 
This Palace viſible, ſhort Lifts of Fame; 
And filly Manſion but of dying Wights 
How many Wonders, what amazing Lights 
Muſt that triumphing Seat of Glory claim, 
That doth tranſcend all this All's vaſteſt Hights, 
Of whoſe bright Sun ours here is but a Beam? 
O bleft abode ] O happy dwelling-place ! 
Where viſibly th Inviſible doth reign, 
Bleft People which do ſee true Beauty's Face, 
With whoſe far Shadow ſcarce he Earth doth deign : 
All Joy is but Annoy, all Concord Strife, 
Match'd with your endleſs Bliſs and happy Life. 


20. 
Ove, which is here a Care, 

That Wit and Will doth mar, 
Uncertain Truce and a moſt certain War, 
A ſhrill tempeftuous Wind, 

Which doth difturb the Mind, | 

And like wild Waves all our Deſigns commovo: 
Among thoſe Pow'rs above, 

Which ſee their Maker's Face, 

It a Content ment is, a quiet Peace, 

A Pleaſure void of Grief, a conftant reſt, 
Eternal Joy, which nothiug can moleſt. 


21. 
* Hat Space where curled Waves do now divide 
From the great Continent our happy Ille, 
Was ſometime Land, and now where Ships do glide, 


one with laborious Art the Plough did toil: 
nce thoſe fair Bounds ſtretcht out ſo far and wide, 
Where Towns, no Shires enwall'd, endear each Mile, 
Were all ignoble Sea and mariſh vile, | 
Where Proteus Flocks danc'd Meaſures to the Tide 
So Age transforming all ſtill forward runs, 
No Wonder tho? the Earth doth change her Face, 
New Manners, Pleaſures new, turn with new Suns, 
Locks now like Gold grow to an hoary Grace 
Nay, Mind's rareShape doth change, that lies deſpis'd 
Which was ſo dear of late and highly priz'd. 


22. 

1 World a Hunting is, . 

The Prey poor Man, the Nimrod fierce is Death, 
His ſpeedy Gray-hounds are, 
Luſt, Sickneſs, Envy, Care, 
Strife that ne're falls amiſs, | 
With all thoſe Ills which haunt us while we breath, 
Now, if by chance we flie 
Of theſe the eager Chace, 
Old Age with ſtealing pace 
Caſts on his Nets, and there we panting die. 


| 23. 
Hy ( Worldlings) do ye truſt frail Honour's 
Dreams ? 
And lean to guilted Glories which decay? 
Why do ye toil to regiſtrate your Names 
On Icy Pillars, which ſoon melt away? 
True Honour is not here, that place it claims 
Where black - brow'd Night doth not exile the Day, 
Nor no far - ſhining Lamp dives in the Sea, 
But an eternal Sun ſpreads laſting Beams; 
There, it attendeth you. uhere ſpotleſs Bands 
Of Sp'rits ſtand gazing on their ſovereign Bleſs, 
Where Years not hold it in their cank ring Hands, 
But who once noble ever noble is. | 
Look home, left he your weakned Wit make thrall, 
Who Zder's fooliſh Gard'ner earſt made fall. 


24. 
A are thoſe Apples, pleaſant to the Eye, 

But full of Smoak within, which uſe to grow 
Near that — Lake where God pour'd from the 

y 

Huge Show'rs of Flames, worſe Flames to overthrow 3; 
Such are their Works that with a glaring Show 
Of humble Holineſs, in Vertues dye 
Would colour Miſchief, while within they glow 
With Coals of Sin, though none the Smoak deſcry. 
Bad is that Angel that earſt fell from Heaven, 


| But not ſo bad as he, nor in worſe Caſe 


Who hidesa trait'rous Mind with ſmiling Face, 

And with a Dove's white Featherscloaths a Rayen: 
Each Sin ſome Colour hath it to adorn, 
Hypocriſy Almighty God doth ſcorn. 


| 25. 
Ew doth the Sun appear, 
The Mountain's Snow decay, 
Crown'd with frailFlow'rs forth comes the Infant Lear, 


My Soul, Time poſts away, 


And thou yet in that Froſt, 

Which Flow'r and Fruit bath loft, 

As if all here immortal were, doth ſtay : 

For Shame thy Powers awake, 

Lock to that Heaven which never Night makes black, 
And there at that immortal Sun's bright Rays, 

Deck thee with Flow'rs which fear not Rage of Days. 


26. - 


TRL happy, he who by ſome ſhady Grove, 

Far from the clam*rous World, doth live his own, 

Though ſolitary, who is not alone, 

But doth converſe with that eternal Love: 

O how more ſweet is Birds harmonious Moan, 

Or the hoarſe Sobbings of the Widow'd Dove, 

Than thoſe ſmoothW hiſperings nearaPrince'sThrone, 

Which Good make doubtful, do the Evil approve ? A 
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O how more ſweet is Zephyr's wholeſome Breath, 
And Sighs embalm'd, which new-born Flow'rs unfold, 
Than that Applauſe vain Honour doth bequeath ? 
How ſweet are Streams to poylon drunk in Gold ? 
The World is full of Horrors, Troubles, Slights, 
Woods harmleſs Shades have only true Delights, 


27. 
Weet Bird, that ſing'ſt away the early Hours, 
Of Winters paſt, or coming void of Care, 
Well pleaſed with Delights which preſent are, 


Fair ſeaſons, budding S prays, ſweet-ſmelling Flow*rs 


To Rocks, to Springs, to Rills, from leavy Bow'rs, 
Thou thy Creator's Goodneſs doft declare, 

And what dear Gifts on thee he did not ſpare, 

A Stain to humane Senſe in Sin that low'rs. 

What Soul can be ſo ſick, which by thy Songs 
(Attir'd in (weetneſs) ſweetly is not driven 


Quite to forget Earth's Turmoils, _— and Wrongs, 


And lift a reverend Eye and Thought to Heaven? 
Sweet, artleſs Songſter, thou my Miad docft raiſe - 
To Ay tes of Spheres, yea, and to Angels Layes, 


28. 
A when it hapneth that ſome Lovely Town 
Unto a barbarous Be ſieger falls. 

Who both by Sword and Flames himſelf inftalls, 
And (ſhameleſs) it in Tears and Blood doth drown 
Her Beauty ſpoil'd, her Citizens made Thralls, 
His Spite yet cannot ſo her all throw down, 
But that ſome Statue, Pillar of Renown, 
Yer lurks unmaim'd within her weeping Walls: 
So atter all the Spoil, Diſgrace and Wrack, 
That Time, the World, and 
Amid it that Mais of Ruiucs cney did make, 
Safe and all ſcar-leſs yet remains my Mind: 

From this ſo high tranſcendent Rapture ſprings, 

That I, all elſe defac'd, not envy Kings. 


29. 7 — 
Et us each Day inure our ſelves to die, 

If this (and not our Fears) be truly Death, 
Above the Circles both of Hope and Faith, 
With fair immortal Pinious to flie; 8 
If this be Death, out beſt Part to unty 
(By ruining the Jail) trom Luft and Wrath, 

And every d rowſy Languor here beneath, 

To be made deniz'd Citizen of Sky? ; 

To have more Knowledge thanall Books contain, 

All Pleaſuces even ſut mounting wiſhing Pow'r, 

The Fellowſhip of God's immortal Train, 

And thele that Time nor Force ſhall e're devour ? 
If chis be Death, what Joy, what Golden Care 
Of Life, can with Death's uglineſs compare? 


| 30. 
ASX the Azure clear 
Of o/ dan's Sacred Streams, 

Fo! dan of Lebanon the Off- ſpring dear, 

W hen Zephyres Flow'rs unclole, 

And Sun ſhines with new Beams, 

With grave and ftately Grace a Nymph aroſe, 
Upon her Head lhe wore 

Of Amaranths a Crown, | 

Her Left Hand Palms, her Right a Torch did bear, 

Uavail'd Skins Whiteneſs lay, 

Gold Hairs in Curls hang down, | 

Eyes ſparkled Joy, more bright than Star of Day, 
The Flood a Throne her rear'd 

Of Waves, moft like that Heaven 

Where beamiug Stars in Glory turn inſpher'd : 

The Air ſtood calm and clear, 

No Sigh by Winds was given, 

Birds left to ting, Herds feed, her Voice to hear. 
World: wandring lorry Wights, 

Wanom nothing can content 

Within theſe varying Litts of Days and Nights, 

W bole Lite (ere known amils) 

In glittering Griets is ſpent, 


eath could bring combin'd, 


From Toil and preſſing Cares 

How ye may Reſpite find, 

A Sanctuary from Soul-thralling Snares, 

A Port to harbour ſure, 

In Spight of Waves and Wind, 

Which ſhall, when Time's ſwift Glaſs is run, endure. 

Not happy is that Life 
Which ye as happy hold 
No, but a Sea of Fears, a Field of Strife, 
Charg*'d on a Throne to ſit 
With Diadems of Gold, 

Preſerv*d by Force, and ftill obfery*d by Wit 

Huge Treaſures to enjoy, | 
Ot all her Gems ſpoil Inde, 

All Seres Silk in Garments to imploy, 
Delicioully to teed, 

The Pbænix Plumes to find 

To reft upun, or deck your purple Bed. 

Frail Beaucy to abuſe, | 
And (wanton Sybarires) 

On paſt or prelent Touch of Senſe to m ſe ; 
Never to hear of Na iſe 

But what the Ear 4c! ights, 

Sweet Mulick*s char nis, or charming Flatterer's voice. 

Nor can it Bliſs you oring, | 
Hid Nature's Depths to know, 

W hy Matter changeth, whence eachFormdoth ſpriog, 
Nor that your Fame ſhould range, 

And After - worlds it blow 

Frum Tanas to Nile, from Nile to Gange. 

All theſe have not the Pow'r 

To free the Mind from Fears, 

Nor hideous Horrour can allay one Hour, 

When Death in Stealth doth glance; 

In Sickacſs lurks or Years, 

And wakes the Soul from out her mortal Trance. 

No, but bleft Life is this, 

With Chaſte and pure Deſire 

To turn unto the Load ſtar of all Bliſs, 
On God the Mind to reſt, 
Burnt up with ſacred Fire, 

Poſſeſſing him to be by him poſſeſt. 

When to the balmy Eaſt 
Sun doth his Light impart, 

Or when he diveth in the lowly Weſt, 
And raviſheth the Day, 

With ſpotleſs Hands and Heart, 

Him chearfully to praiſe and to Him pray. 

To heed each Action ſo, | 
As ever in his Sight, 

More fearing doing Ill than paſhve Woe z 
Not to ſeem other Thing 

Than what ye are aright, 

Never todo what may Repentance bring : 

Not to be blown with Pride, 

Nor mov4 at Glory's Breath, 

Which Shadow-like on Wings of Time doth glide; 
do Malice to diſarm, | 
And conquer haſty Wrath, 

As to do Good to thoſe thac work your Harm; 

To hatch no baſe Deſires, 

Or Gold or Land to pain, 
Well pleas*d with that which Vertue fair acquires, 
To have the Wit and Will | 
Conlorting in one Strain, 
Than what is good to have no higher Skill. 
Never on Neighbours Goods, 
With Cocatrices Eye 
To look, nor make another%s Heaven your Hell; 
Nor to be Beauty*s Thrall ; 
All fruitleſs Love to flie, 
Vet loving ttill a Love tranſcendent all: 
A Love which while it burns 
The Soul with faireſt Beams, 
To that increated Sun the Soul it turns, 

And makes ſuch Beauty prove, 7 
That (if Senſe ſaw her Gleams,) 

All Lookers on would pine and die for Love. 
Who ſuch a Life doth live, 


| Come learn (aid the) what is your choiſeſt Bliſs, You happy even may call 


Ere 
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Ere ruthleſs Death a wiſhed End him give, 

And after then when given, 

More happy by his Fall, | 

For humanes Earth, enjoying Angels Heaven. 
$wift is your mortal Race, 

And glafſy is the Field, 

Vaſte are Deſires not limited by Grace, 

Life a weak Taper is: | 

Then while it Light doth yield 

Leave flying Joys, embrace this laſting Bliſs. 
This when the Nymph had ſaid, 

She divid within the Flood, 

Whoſe Face with ſmiling Curls long after ſtaid, 

Then Sighs did Zephyres preſs, 

Birds ſang from every Wood, - 

And Ecchoes rang, this was true Happineſs 
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Right Portals of the Sky, 
Emboſs'd with ſparkling Stars, 

Doors of Eternity, 

With Diamantine Barrs, 

Your Arras rich up-hold, 

Looſe all your Boltsand Springs, 

Ope wide your Leaves of Gold ; 

That in your Roofs may come the King of Kings, 
Scarf d in a Roſv Cloud, 

He doth aſcend the Air, 

Straig ht doth the Moon him ſhrowd 

With her reſplendent Hair ; 

The next enchriftall'd Light 

Submits to him its Beams, 

And he doth trace the Height 

Ot that fair Lamp which Flames of Beauty Streams. 
He towers thoſe Golden Bonds 

He did to Sun bequeatb, 

The higher wandring Rounds 

Are found his Feet beneath; 

The Milky-way comes near, 

Heayen's Axile ſeems to bend, 

Above each turning Sphere 

That rob d in Glory Heaven's King may aſcend, 
O Well-ſpring of this All, | 

Thy Father's Image vive, 

Word, that from nought did call 

What is, doth reaſon, live; 

The Soul's eternal Food, 

Earth's Joy, Delight of Heaven 

All Truth, Love, Beauty, Good, 
| To Thee, to Thee be Praiſes ever given. 
W hat was diſmarſhal'd late 

In this thy noble Frame, 

And loft the prime Eſtate, 

Hath re-obtain'd the ſame, 

Is now moſt perfect ſeen ; 

Streams which diverted were 

(And troubled ftrayed unclean) | 

From their firft Source, by Thee home turned axe. 
By Thee that Blemiſh o!d, 

Of Eden's leprous Prince, 

Which on his Race took hold, 

And him exil'd from thence, 

Now put away is far g 

With Sword, in ireful Guiſe, 

No Cherub more ſhall bar | 
Poor Manthe Entries into Paradiſe. 
By Thee thoſe Spirits pure, 

Firſt Children of the Light, 

Now fixed ſtand and (ure, 

In their eternal Right; 

Now humane Companies 

Renew their ruin'd Wall, 

Fall'n Man as thou mak'ft riſe, 

Thou giv*ft to Angels that they ſhall not fall. 
By Thee that Prince of Sin, 

That doth with Miſchicf ſwell, 

Hath loft what he did win, 

And ſhall endungeonꝰd dwell ; 

His Spoils are made the Prey, 

Mis Phanes are ſackt and torn, 
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His Altars raz'd away, 

And what ador'd was late now lyes a Scorn, 
Theſe Manfions pure and clear, + 

Which are not made by Hands, 

Which once by him joy'd were, 

And his (then not ftain'd) Bands 

(Now forfeit*d, diſpoſſeſt, 

And head - long from them thrown) 

Shall Adam's Heirs make bleſt, 

By Thee their great Redeemer made their own, © 
O Well-Spring of this A0, 1 

Thy Fathers Image vive, 

Word, that from nought did call, 

What is, doth reaſon, live 

Whoſe Work is, but to will, 

Gods coeternal Son, 

Great Baniſher of Ill, 

By none but Thee could theſe great Deeds be done, 
Now each Ethereal Gate, 

To him hath opened been; 

And Glory% King in State, 

His Palace enters in 

Now come is this high Prieft, 

In the moſt holy Place, 

Not without Bloud addreft, Y 

With Glory Heaven, the Earth to crown with Grass. 
Stars which all Eyes were late, 

And did with wonder burn 

His Name to celebrate, 

In flaming Tongues them turn; 

Their orby Chriftals moye 

More active than before, 

And Entheate from above, ; 

Their Sovereign Prince laud, glotify, adere. 
The Quircs of happy Souls, -»-.... f 

Wak'd with that Mulick ſweet, 

Whoſe Deſcant Care controuls, 

Their Lord in Triumph meet 

The ſpotleſs Sp'rits of Light 

His Trophees do extol, 

And arch'd in Squadrons bright, 

Greet their great Victor in his Capitol. 
O Glory of the Heaven, 

O ſole Delight of Earth, 

To [ hee all Power be given, 

G-4d's uncreated Birth; 

Of Man-kind Lover true, 

Endurer of his Wrong, 

Who doft the World renew: 

Still be thou our Salvation and our Song. 


| From Top of olivet ſuch Notes did riſe, 
When Man's Redeemer did tranicend the Skies; 
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| 
Mes oft than once, Death whiſper'd in mine Ear, 


Grave What thou hears in Diamond aad Gold, 
I am that Monarch whom all Monarchs fear, 
Who have in Duſt their far-ftretch'd Pride uproll'd. 
All all is mine beneath Moon's Silver Sphere, 
And nought, ſave Virtue, can my Power with-hold : 
This (not believ'd) Experience true thee told, 
By Danger late when Ito thee came near. 
As Bugbear then my Viſage I did ſhow, 
That of my Horrours thou right Uſe mightſt make, 
And a more ſacred Path of Living take: 
Now ſtill walk armed for my ruthleſs Blow, | 
Truſt flattering Life no more, redeem Time paſt, 
And live each Day as if it were thy laſt. 


33. An Hymn on the Faireſt Fair. 


Feel my Boſom glow with wontleſs Fires, 

Rais'd from the Vulgar Preſs my Mind aſpires 
(Wing*d with high Thoug hts)unto his Praiſe to climb, 
From deep Eternity who call'd forth Time, 

That Eſſence, which not moy'd makes eachThing move, 
Uncreate Beauty, all- creating Love; | 
But by ſo great an object, radiant Light, 


| My Heart appall'd, enfeebled reſts my Sight, 
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Thick Clouds benight my labouring Ingine, 
And at my high Attempts my Wits repine: 
If Thou in me this Sacred Heat haft wrought, 
My Knowledge 4 — Sarcels lend my Thought: 
Grant me (Time's Father, World - containing King) 
A Pow'r of Thee in pow'rful Lays to ſing, 
That as thy Beauty in Earth lives, Heaven ſhines, 
So it may dawn or ſhadow in-my Lines. 
As far beyond the ftarry Walls of Heaven, 
As is the loftieſt of the Planets ſeven 
Sequeſtred from this Earth, in — Light 
Out- ſhining ours, as ours doth ſable Night, 
Thou all · ſufficient, Omnipotent, - 
Thou ever - glorious, moſt excellent, 
God various in Names, in Eſſence One, 
High art enftalled on a Golden Throne, 
Out-reaching Heaven's wide beſpangled Vault, 
Tranſcending all the Circles of our Thought, 
With Diamantine Scepter in thy Hand, | 
There thou giwv'ſt Laws, and doft this World command, 
This World of Concords rais'd unlikely ſweet, 
Which like a Ball lies proftrate at thy Feet, 
If ſo we may well ſay (and what we ſay 
Here wrapt in Fleſh, led by dim Reaſon's Ray, 
To ſhow by earthly Beauties which we ſee 
That ſp'ritual Excellence that ſhines in Thee, 
Good Lord forgive)not far fromThy right Side, 
With curled Locks Jouth ever doth abide, 
Roſe-cheeked Youth who garlanded with Flow'rs, 
Still blooming, ceaſeleſsly unto Thee pours 
Immortal Nectar in a Cup of Gold, 
That by no Darts of Ages Thou grow old ; 
And as Ends and Beginnings Thee not claim, 
Succeſhonleſs that Thou be till the ſame. 
„Near to thy other Side refhitio% g 
rom Head to Foot in burniſht Armour bright, 
That rings about Him with a waving Brand, 
And watchful Eye, great Sentinel doth ftand 
That neither Time nor Force in ougbt impaic 
Thy Workmanſhip, nor barm thine Empire fair, 
Soon to give Death to all again that would, 
Stern Diſcord raiſe which thou deftroy'd of old, 
Diſcord that Foe to Ocder, Nurſe of War, 
By «hich the nobleft Things demoliſht are, 
But (caitive) She no Treaſon doth deviſe, ; 
When Might to nought doth bring her Enterpriſe z 
Thy all-upholding Migbt her Malice reins, 
And her to Hell throws bouad in iron Chains, 
With Locks in Waves of Gold that cbb and flow 
On Ivory Neck, in Robes more white than Snow, 
Truth ſtedfaſtly before Thee holds a Glaſs, 
Indent'd with Gems, Where ſhineth all that was, 
That is, or ſhall be, here ere ought was wrought. 
Thou knew all that thy Pow'r with Time forth brought, 
And more, Things numberleſs which thou could'ſt 
That actually ſhall never Being take, (make, 
Here thou bebold'Rt thy ſelf, and (firange) doſt prove 
At once the Beauty, Lover and the Love. 
With Faces Two (like Siſters) ſweetly fair 
Whoſe Bloſſoms no rough Autumn can impair, 
Stands Providence, and doth her Looks diſperſe 
Through every Corner of this Univerſe, 
Thy Providence, at once which general Things 
And ſingular, dotb rule as Empires Kings; ; 
Without whoſe Care this World (loft) would remain, 
As Ship without a Maſter in the Main, 
As Chariot alone,as Bodies prove 
Depriv'd of Souls, whereby they be, live, move. 
But who are they which ſhine Thy Throne ſo near? 
With ſacred Countenance, and Look fevere, 
This in one Hand a pond'rous Sword doth hold, 
Her left ftays charg'd with Ballances of Gold, 
That with Brows girt with Bays, ſweet-ſmilirg Face, 
Doth bear a Brandon, with a lafant Grace 
Two Milk-white Wings him eaſily do move; 
O the thy Fuſtice is, and this thy Love! : 
By this thou brought'ſ this Engine great to Light, 
By that it fram'd in Number, . Meaſure, Weight, 
That Deſtine doth reward to Ill and Good a 
But Sway of Fuſtice is by Love withſtood, 
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Which did it not relent and mildly ſtay, 
This World ere now had found its tuneral Day, 
What Bands (encluſtred) near to theſe abide, 
Which into vaſte Infinity them hide? 
Infinity that neither doth admit, 
Place, Time, nor Number to encroach on it: 
Here Bounty ſparkleth, here doth Beauty ſhine, 
Simplicity, more white than Gelſomine, 
Mercy with open Wings, ay-varied Bliſs, 
Glory. and Foy, that Bliſſe*s Darling is. 
Ineffable, all-pow'rful God, all free, 
Thou only liv'ſt, and each Thing lives by Thee, 
No Joy, no, nor Perfe&ion to Thee came 
By the contriving of this World's gceat Frame, 
Ere Sun, Moon, Stars began their reftleſs Race, 
Ere painted was with Light Heaven's pure Face, 
EreAir had Clouds, ere Clouds wept down theirShow'rs 
— _ 3 ere Earth bare Flow'rs, 
ou happy liv'dft z World nought to the ſupply* 
All in thy ſelf thy ſelf thou ſatisfid: "T4 
Of Good no ſlender Shadow doth appear, 
No Age- worn Track, in Thee which ſhin'd not clear, 
Pe rfection's Sun, prime · cauſe of every Cauſe, 
Midft, End, Beginning where all Good doth pauſe: 
Hence ot thy Subſtance, differing in nought 
Thou in Eternity thy Son forth brought, 
The only Birth of thy unchanging Mind, 
Thine Image, Patern-like chat ever ſhin'd, 
Light out of Light, begotten not by Will 
But Nature, all and that ſame Effence ftill 
Which Thou Thy ſelf, for Thou doſt nought pofſeſs 
W hich He hath not, in nought nor is He leſs - 
Than Thou his great Begetter z of this Light 
| Eternal, double-kindled was thy Spright 5 
Etcuiallyg wic IS with Thee the lame, | 
All-boly Gift, Ambaſſador, Knot, Blame: 
Moft ſacred Triad, O moſt holy One, 
Unprocreate Father, ever-procreate Son, 
Ghoſt breath'd from both, you wer,eare, ſtill ſhall 
(Moft bleſſed) Three in One, and One in Three, 
Uncomprehenfible by reachleſs Height, | 
And unperceived by exceſſive Light. | 
So in our Souls Three and yet One are ſtill, 
The Underftanding, Memory, and Wilt; 
So (though unlike} the Planet of the Days 
So ſoon as he was made, begat his Rays, 
Which are his Off ſpring, and from both was hurl'd, 
The roſy Light which conſolates the World, 
And none fore-went another : So the Spring, 
The Well-head and the Stream which they forth bring, 
Are but one ſelf.ſame Eſſence, nor in ought 
Do differ, ſave in Ocder, and our Thought 
No Chime of Time diſcerns in them to fall, 
But Three diftin&ly *bide one Eſſence all, 
But theſe expreſs not Thee, who can declare 
Thy Being ? Men and Angels dazl'd are. 
Who would this Eden force with Wit or Senſe, 
A Cherubin ſhall find to bar him thence. 
Great Architect, Lord of this Univerſe, 
That Light. is blinded would thy Greatneſs pierce, 
Ah! asa Pilgrim whothe Alpes doth pals, 
Or Atlas Temples crown'd with Winter-Glaſs, 
The airy Caucaſus, 'the Appennine, 
Pyrene's Clifts where Sun doth never ſhine, 
When he ſome craggy Hills hath over-went, 
Begins to think on Reft, his Journey ſpent, 
Till mounting ſome tall Mountain he doth find, 
More Heights beſore him than he leſt behind ; 
With halting Pace ſo while I would me raiſe 
To the unbounded Limits of thy Praiſe, 
Some Part of Way I thought to have o're-run, . 
But now I ſee how ſcarce 1 have begun, 
With Wonders new my Spirits range poſſeſt, 
And wandring wayleſs in a Maze them ref}. 
In theſe vaſt Fields of Light Ethereal Plains, 
Thou art attended by Immortal Trains 
Of Intellectual Pow'rs, which thou broughtſt forth 


be, 


To praiſe thy Goodneſs, and admire thy Worth, 


In Numbers paſſing other Creatures far, 


Since 


p OEM 


— — 
. 0 " 
$ 
a 


Since moſt in number nobleft Creatures are, 

Which doin Knowledge us no leſs out-run, 

Than Moon in Light doth Stars, or Noon the Sun, 
Unlike, in Ocdersrang'd and many a Band, 

(If Beauty in Diſparity doth ftand) 

Arch-angels, Angels, Cherabs, Seraphins, 

And what with Name of Thrones amongſt them ſhines, 
Large-ruling Princes, Dominations, Pow'rs, 

All- acting Vertues of thoſe flaming Tow'rs ; 

Theſe freed of rich Ag theſe of Labour free, 


Reſt raviſhed with @beholding Thee, 
Inflam'd with Beams Which ſparkle from thy Face, 
They can no more deſire, far leſs imbrace. 

Low under them, with flow and ſtaggering Pace 
Thy Hand-maid Nature thy great Steps doth trace, 
The Source of Second Cauſes, golden Chain 
That links this Frame as thou doth it ordain 3 
Nature gaz'd on with ſuch a curious Eye, 

T hat Earthlings oft her deem'd a Deity. 
By Nature led thoſe Bodies tair and great, 
Which faint not in their Courſe,ncr change their State, 
Uniatermixt, which no Diſorder prove, 
Though ay and contrary they always move, 
The Organs of thy Providence divine, 
Books ever open, Signs that clearly ſhine, 
Time's purpled Maskers, then do them advance, 
As by ſweet Muſick ina meaſur'd Dance, F 
Stars, Hoſt of Heaven, ye Firmament bright Flow rs, 
Clear Lamps which overhang this Stage of ours, 
Ye turn not there to d ck the Werds ot Night, 
Nor Pageaat-like to pleaſe the vulgar Sigh: 
Great Caules ſure ye muſt bring gieat Effects, 
But who can deſcaat right your grave Agde? 
* only who You made decipher can 
our Notes: Heavens Eyes,ye blind the Eyes of Man. 

Amidſt theſe Saphyre lar-extending Heights, 
The never twinkling, ever wandring Lights 
Their fixed Motions keep, One dry and cold, 
Deep-leaden-colour'd, flowly there is roll d, 
With Rule and Line for T:me's Steps metiiop, ever -, 
In twice Three Lufties he but turns his Heaven. 
With temperate Quality's and Count*aancc fair, 
Still mildly ſmiliog ſweetly debunaire ; 

Another chears the World, and Way doth make 

Ja twice Six Autumas through the Zvuilack; 

But bot and dry with flaming Locks and Brows 
Enrag'd, this in his red Pavilion Stowe: 
Together running with like Speed, if Space, 

Two equally in Hands atchieve their Race 
With bluſhing Face this oft doth bring the Day, 
And uſhers oft to ſtately Stars the Way, 

That various in Vertue, changing Light, 
With his ſmall Flame impearls the Vail of Nights 
Prince of this Court, the Sun in Triumph rides, 
With the Year Snake-like in her ſelt that glides, 
Time's Diſpenſator, ſait life-giving Source, 
Thcough Sky's Twelve Pofts as he doth run his Courſe, 
Heart of this All, of what is known to Senſe, 

The likeft to his Maker's Excellence, 

In whoſe diurnall Motion doth appear 

A Shadow, no true Pourtra it of the Year, 

The Moon moves loweſt, filver Sun of Night, 
Diſperſing through the World her borrow'd Light, 
Who in Three Forms her Head abroad doth range, 
And only conſtant is in conſtant Change. 

Sad Queen of Silence, I ne're ſee thy Face, 

To wax, or waine, or ſhine with a full Grace, 
But ftraight (amaz'd) on Man I think, each Day 
His State who changeth, or if he find Stay, 

It is in dreary Anguiſh, Cares, and Pains, 

And of his Labours Death is all the Gains, 
Immortal Monarch, car. ſo fond a Thought 

Lodge in my Breaft? as to truſt thou firſt brought 
Here in Earth's ſhady Cloyfter wretched Man, 

To ſuck the Air of Woe, to ſpend Life's Span 
Midſt Sighs and Plaints, a Stranger unto Mirth, 
To give himſelf his Death-rebuking Birth ? 

By Senſe and Wit of Creatures made King, 

By Senſe and Wit to live their Underling ? 
Aud what is worft, have Eagles Eyes to ſee 
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His own Diſgrace, and know an high Degree 

Of Bliſs, the Place, if he might thereto climb, 

ynd not live thralled toimperious Time? | 

Or (Dotard) ſhall I ſo from Reaſon ſwerye, 

To dim thoſe Lights which to our II ſe do ſerve, 

(For thou doft not them need} more nobly fram'd 

Than us that know their Courſe,and have them nam'd? 

No, I n&er think but we did them ſurpaſs 

As far as they do Aſteriſms of Glaſs, 

When thou us made, by Treaſon high defil'a, 

Thruft from our ficſt Eſtate we live exil'd, 

Waniring this Earth, which is of Death the Lot, 

Where he doth uſe the Power which he hath got, 

Indiff rent Umpire unto Clowns and Kings, 

The ſupreme Monarch of all mortal Things. 
Whea firſt this flowry Orb wasto us given, 

It but in Place diſvalu'd was to Heaven; 

Theſe Creatures which now our Sovercigns are, 

And as to Rebels do denounce» us War, 

Then were our Vaſſals, no tumultuous Storm, 

No Thunders, Earthquakes, did her Form deform, 

The Seas in tumbling Mountains did not roar, 

But like moift Chrittal whiſper'd on the Shoar, 

No Snake did trace her Meads, nor ambuſht lower 

In azure Curls beneath the ſweet-Spring Fowrz 

The Night ſhade, Henbane, Napel, Aconite, 

Her Bowels then not baie, with Death to ſmite 

Her guiltleſs Brocd ; thy Meſſengers of Grace, 

As their high Rouge 418 hauar tnis lower Place; 

O joy of Joys { wjth our füft Parents Thou 

To commune then Oat deig n, as Friends do now; 

Againſt Thee we rebell'd, and juſtly chus 

Each Crrature rebelled againft us, 

Earth, rett of what did chief in her excel, 

To all become a Jail, i moſt a Hell, 

In Time's full Term untill thy Son was given, 

Who Man with Thee, Earth reconcil'd with Heaven. 
Whole and entire all in Thy Self Thou art, 

All-where diffus d, yet of this All no Part, 


For infinite, in maving this fair Frame, 
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Great wichout Quaatity in all thou came, 

And filing all, he can thy State admit, 

Or lace or Subtance to be void ot it? 

Were Worlds as many, as the Rays which ftream 
From Day's brigac Lamp, or madding Wits do dtcam, 
T ocy would nut reel in ought, nor wandring gray, 
But draw to Tce, whocould their Centers ttay 
W<ele vu. «=» Hour this World disjoin'd from Thee; 
It in one Hour to nought reduc'd ſhould be, 

For it Thy Shadow is, and can they laſt 

If C-vcr'd from the Subſtances them caſt? 

O oviy bleft, and Author of all Bliſs, 

No, Bliſs it (elf, that all where wiſhed is, 

Efficient, ex-mplary, final Good, 

Of thine own Self but only underſtood ; 

Light is chy Curtain, thou art Light of Light, 
Anever waking Eye ſtill ſhining bright, 

Li-looking all, exempt of paſhye Pow'r, (towrt 
AndChaage, in Change ſince Death's pale Shade yoth 
All Times to Thee ace one, that which hath run, 
And that which is not brought yet by the Sun, 

To Thee are preſent, who doſt always ſee 

In preſent Act, what paſt, is, or to be 

Day-livers we Rememberance do loſe 

Of Ages worn, ſo Miſeries us toſſe 

(Blind avd Lethargick of thy heavenly Grace, 

W hich Sin in our frft Parents did deface, 


And even while Embrions curſt by juſteſt Doom) 


That we neglect what gone is, or to come, 
But Thou in Thy great Archives ſcrolled ha ft 
In parts and Whole, whatever yet hath paſt, 
Since firſt the marble Wheels of Time were roll'd, 
As ever living, never waxing old, 
Still is the ſame Thy Day and Yeſterday, 
An undivided Now, a conftant Ay, 

O King whoſe Greatneſs none can com prehend, 
W hole boundleſs Goodneſs doth to all extend, 
Light of all Beauty, Ocean without Ground, 
That ſtanding floweſt, giving doſt abound, 


| Rich Palace, and Indwellerever bleſt, 
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Never not working, ever yet in reft ; 

What Wit cannot conceive, Words ay of Thee, 

Here where we as but in a Mirror ſee, 

Shadows of Shadows, Atoms of thy Might, 

Still owly-ey'd when flaring on thy Light; 

Grant that releaſed from this Earthly Jail, Cvaile, 
And freed from Clouds which here our Knowledge 
In Heaven's high Temples where thy Praiſes ring, 

In ſweeter Notes I may hear Angels ſing. 


te e 
Reat God, whom we with humble Thoughts a- 
Eternal, Infinite, Almighty King, (dore, 
W hoſe Dwellings Heaven tranſcend, whoſe Throne be- 
Archangels ſerve, and Seraphins do fing : (fore 
Of nought who wrought all that with wondring Eyes 
We do behold within this ſpatious Round, 
Who makes the Rocks to rock, to ſtand the Skies, 
At whoſe Command Clouds Pealsof Thunder ſound ; 
Ah ! ſpare us Worms, weigh not how we, alas! 
(Evil to our ſelves) againft thy Laws rebell, 
Waſh off thoſe Spots which ftill in Conſcience Glaſs 
(Though we be loath to look) we ſee too well. 
Deſerv'd Revenge, oh do not, do not take, 
If thou revenge who ſhall abide thy Blow ? 
Paſs ſhall this World, this World which thou didſt make, 
Which ſhould not periſh till thy Trumpet blow: 
What Soul is found whom Parents Crime not ftains ? 
Or what with its own Sins defil'd is not? 
Though Juftice Rigor threaten, yet ber Reins 
Let Mercy guide, and never be forguc. 
Leſsare our Faults far far than is thy Love, 
O what can better ſeem thy Grace Divine, 
Than they who Plagne deſerve, thy Bounty prove, 
And, where thou mayſt ſhow'r Vengeance, there to 
Then look and pity, pitying forgive (ſhine ? 
Us guilty Slaves, or Servants now in Thrall, 
Slaves, if alas thou look how we do live, 5 
Or doing Ill, or doing nouglit at all: 
Of an vrgrateful Mind a foul Effect; 
But if os which largely heretofore 
Thou ha ſt upon us pour'd thou doit reſpe&, 
We are thy Servants, nay than Seryants more, 
Thy Children, yes, and Children dearly bought. 
But what ſtrange Chance us of this Lot bereaves ? 
Poor worthleſs Wights how lowly are we brought, 
WhomGraceonceChildren made,Sin hath madeSlaves, 
Sin hath made Slaves, but let thoſe Bands graCe break: 
That in our Wrongs thy Mercies may appear, 
Thy Wiſdom not ſo mean is, Pow'r ſo weak, 
But Thouſand Wayes they can make Worlds Thee fear. 
O Wiſdom boundleſs! O mitac'lous Grace! 
Grace, Wiſdom which makes wink dim Reaſon's Eye, 
And could Heaven's King bring forth his placeleſs 
On this ignoble Stage of Care to dy: (Place, 
To dy our Death, and with the ſacred Stream 
Ot Blood and Water guſhing from his Side, 
To make us clean of that contagious Blame, 
Firſt on us brought by our firſt Parents Pride. 
Thus thy great Love and Pity (heavenly King) 
Love, Pity which ſo well our Loſs prevent, 
Of Evil it ſelf (lo) could all Goodneſs bring, 
And ſad Beginning cheat with glad Event. 
O Love and Pity ! ill known of theſe Times, 
O Love and Pity / careful of our Need, 
O Bounties ! which our korrid Acts and Crimos 
(Grown numberleſs) contend near to exceed, 
Make this exceſſive Ardour of thy Love, 
SO warm our Coldneſs, ſo our Lives renew, 
That we from Sin, Sin may from us remove, 
Wiſdom our Will, Faith may our Wit ſubdue» 


Let thy pure Love burn up all worldly Luft, 


Hell's candy'd Poy ſon killing our beſt Part, 
Which makes us joy in Toys, adore frail Duſt, 
Inftead of Thee, in Temple of our Heart, 

Grant when at laſt our Souls theſe Bodies leave, 
Their loathſom Shops of Sin ana Manſions blind, 
And Doom before thy Royal Seat receive, 
$ Saviour more than Judge they Thee may find, 


| 


35. The Shadow of the Judgment. 


Bove thoſe boundleſs Bounds where Stars do move, 
The Cieling of the chriftal Round above, 

And Rain-bow-ſparkling Arch of Diamond clear, 
Which crowns the Azure of each Underſphere, 
In a rich Manſion radiant with Light, 
To which the Sun is ſcarce a Taper 41 * 
Which, though a Body, yet ſo pure is flam'd, 
That almoſt Spiritual it may bgnam'd ; 
Where Bliſs aboundeth, and ing May 
All Pleaſures heightning flouriſheth for ay, 
The King of Ages dwells. Abour his Throne 
(Like to theſe Beams Day's golden Lamp hath on) 
Angelick Splendors glance, more ſwift than ought 
Reveal'd to Senſe, nay than the winged Thought, 
His Will to practiſe: Here do Seraphins 
Burn with Immortal Love, there Cherubins 
With other Noble People of the Light, 


As Eaglets in the Sun, delight their Sight : 


Heaven's ancient Denizens, pure active Powers, 
Which (fred of Death) that Cloifter high embowem, 
Ethereal Princes, ever-conquering Bands, 
Bleft Subjects acting what their King commands; 
Sweet Quirifters, by whoſe melodious Strains 
Skies dance, and Earth untir'd their Brawl ſuſtains. 
Mixed among whoſe ſacred Legions dear 
The ſpotleſs Souls of Humanes do appear, 
Diveſting Bodies which did Cares diveſt, 
And there live happy in eternal Reft, 

Hither ſur-charg d with Grief, fraught with Annoy, 
(Sad SpeRacle into that Place of Joy) 
Her Hair diſordered dangling o're her Face, 
W hich had of pallid Violets the Grace, 
The Crimſon Mantle wont her to adorn 
Caſt looſe about, and in large Pieces torn, 
Sighs breathing forth, and from her heavy 
Along her Cheæks diſtilling chriſtal Brine, 
Which downward to her Ivory Breaft was driven, 
And had bedewed the Milky-Way of Heavenz 
Came Piety; At her Left Hand near by 
A wailing Woman bare her Company, 
Whoſe tender Babes her ſnowy Neck did clip, 
And now hang on her Pap, now by her Lip: | 
Flames glanc'd her Head above, which once did glow , 


But late look pale (a poor and ruthful Show 7) 
She ſobbing ſhi unk The Throne of God before, 


And thus began her Caſe to him deplore. 
Forlorn, wretch'd, deſolate, to whom ſhould 1 
My Refuge have, below or in the Sky, 
But unto thee ? See (All-beholding King) 
That Servant, no, that Darling thou didſt bring 


Eyne 


On Earth, loſt Man to fave from Hell's Abime, 


And raiſe unto thoſe Regions above Time; 

Who made thy Name ſo truly be implor'd, 

And by the reverent Soul ſo long ador'd, 

Her baniſh'd now ſee from theſe lower Bounds, 

Behold her Garments ſhreeds her Body's Wounds : 

Look how her Siſter Charity there ſtands, 

Proſcrib'd on Earth, all maim'd by wicked Hands: 

Miſchief there mounts to ſuch an high Degree, 

That there, now none is left that cares for me. 

There dwells Idolatry, there Atheiſm reigns, 

There Man in dumb, yet roaring, Sins him ſtains 3 

So fooliſh, that he Puppets will adore | 

Of Mettal, Stone, and Birds, Beaſts, Trees, before 

He once will to Thy holy Service bow, l 

And yield Thee Homage: Ah alas! yet now | 

Tothoſe black Sp'rits which thou doſt keep in Chains: 

He vows Obedience, and with ſhameful Pains 

Infernal Horrors courts ; Caſe fond and ſtrange ? 

To Bane than Bliſs deſiring more the Change. 

Thy Charity, of Graces once the Chief, 

Did long time find in Hoſpitals Relief, 

Which now ly levell'd with the loweſt Ground, 

Where ſad Memorials ſcarce are of them found. 

Then (Vagabonding) Temples her recew'd, 

Where my poor Cells afforded what ſhe crav'd; 

But now thy Temples raz'd ate, humane Blood , 

Thoſe Places ſtains, late where thy Altars "_ : 
l | me 
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Times are ſo horrid, to implore thy Name 

That it is held now on the Earth a Blame. 

Now doth the Warrior, with his Dart and Sword. 
Write Laws in Blood, and vent them for Thy Word ; 
Religion, Faith pretending to make known, 

All have all Faith, Religion quite o'erthrown, 
Men awleſs, lawleſs live (moft woful Caſe) | 
Men, no more Men, a G O D-cantemning Race. 

Scarce had ſhe ſaid, when from the Nether World, 
(Like to a Lightning through the Welkin hurl d, 
That ſcores with Flames the Way, and every Eye 
With Terror dazles as it ſwimeth by) 

Came Fuſt ice; to whom Angels did make place, 
And Truth her flying Foot · ſteps ſtra ight did trace. 
Her Sword was loſt, the precious Weights ſhe bare 
Their Beam had torn, Scales rudelie bruiſed were 
From off her Head was reft her Golden Crown, 

In Raggs her Vail was rent and Star- ſpangl'd Gown, 
HerTear-wet Locks hang'd o'er her Face,which made 
Between her and the Mighty King a Shade; 

Juſt Wrath had rais'd her Colour (like the Morn 
Portending Clouds moiſt Embryo's to be born) 

Of which, ſhe taking Leave, with Heart ſwoln great, 
Thus ſtrove to plain before the Throne of State. 

Is not the Earth Thy Work-man-ſhip (great King)- 
Didſc Thou not all this AZ from nought once bring 
To this rich Beauty which doth on it ſhine ; 
Beſtowing on each Creature of Thine 
Some Shadow of Thy Bounty ? Is not Man 
Thy Vaſſal, 9P&d to ſpend his Life's ſhort Span 
To do Thee Homage? And then didſt not Thou 
A Queen inſtall me there, to whom ſhould bow 
Thy Earth's Indwellers, and tothis Eſſect 
Put in my Hand thy Sword ? O high Negle& ? 

Now wretched Earthlings, to thy great Diſgrace, 
Peryerted have my Pow*r, and do deface 

All reverent TraQs of Juſticez now the Earth 

Is but a Frame of Shame, a funeral Hearth, 

Where every Virtue hath conſumed been, 2 
And nought, (no not their Duſt) reſts to be ſeen, 
Long hath it me abhor'd, long chaſed me, 
Expell'd at laft, here 1 have fled to Thee, 

And forthwith rather would to Hell repair, 
Than Earth, fince Juſtice execute is there. 

All live on Earth by Spoil, the Hoſt his Gueſt 
Betrays, the Man of her lies in his Breaſt 

Is not aſſured ; the Son the Father*s Death 
Attempts, and Kindred Kindred reave of Breath 
By lurking Means, of ſuch Age few makes ſick, 
Since Hell diſgorg'd her baneful Arſenick, 
Whom Murtbers, ſoul Aſſaſſinates defile, 

Moſt who the harmleſs Innocents beguile, 
Who moſt can ravage, rob, ranſack, bla ſpheme, 
Is held moſt virtuous, hath a Worthy's Name; 
So on emboldned Malice they rely, 

That (madding) Thy great Puiſſance they defy : 
Erſt Man reſembl'd Thy Pourtrait, foil'd by Smoak 
Now like Thy Creature hardly doth he look. 

Old Nature here (ſhe pointed where there flood 

An aged Lady in a heavy Mood) 

Doth break her Staff, denying humane Race : 

To come of her, Things born to her Diſgrace - 

The Dove the Dove, the Swan doth love the Swan, 
Nought ſo reſentleſs unto Man as Man. 

O it Thou mad'ſt this World, govern'ſt it all, 
Deſerved Vengeance on the Earth let ſall; 

The Period of her ſtanding perſect is 

Her Hour-glaſs not a Minute ſhort doth mils. 

The End (G Lord) is come, then let no more 
Miſchief ſtin triumph, Bad the Good devour g 

But of Thy Word ſince conftant, true Thou art, 
Give Good their Guerdon, Wicked due Deſert. _ 

She ſaid ; Throughout the ſhining Palace went 

A Murmur ſoft, fuch as afar is ſent 5 . 
By musked Zephyr's Sighs along the Main, 

Or when they curl ſome flow'ry Lee and Plain; 
One was their Thought, one their Intention, Will, 
Nor could they err, Truth there reſiding ſtill: 

All (moy'd with Zeal) as one with Cries did pray, 
Haften (O Lord) O haſten the Laſt Day. 
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| Then to the Synod of the Sperits be ſwore, 


Than Nilu Cataratts more 


| Rage, Wrong, Rape, Sacrilege do her attend, 
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Look how a generous Prince, when he doth he: 
Some loving City and to him moſt dear, 
Which wont with Gifts and Shows him entertain 
(And as a Father's did obey his Reign)! : 

4 Rout ot Slaves and raſcal Foes. to wrack 
— Buildings overthrow, her Riches ſack, 
Feels vengeful Flames within his Boſom burn, 
nd a juſt Rage all ReſpeRs overturn: 
So ſeeing Earth, of Angels once the Ian, 
Manſion of Saints, deflowred all by Sin, 
And quite confus'd, by Wretches here beneath 3 
The World's great Sovereign moved was to Wrath. 
Thrice did He rowſe Himfelf, thrice from His Face 
Flames ſparkle did throughout the heavenly Place, 
he Stars, though fixed, in their Rounds. did quake; 
The Earth, and E rth-embracing Sea, did Shake ; 
Carmel and Hæm us felt it, Athos Tops 
Affrighted ſhrunk, and near the Ztrbiops 
Atla, the Pyrenees, the Appennine, 
And lofty Grampius, which with Snow doth ſhine. 


I” 


Man's Care ſhould end, and Time ſhould be no mo 

By His own Self He ſwore of perſect Worth, 29 7 

Straight to perform His Word ſent Angels fort h, 

There lies an Iſland, where the radiant Sun, 

When he doth to the Northern Tropicks run, 

Ot Six lorig Moneths makes one tedious Day, 

And when through Southern Signs he holds his Way; 

Six Moneths turneth in one loathſome Night 

(Night neither here is fair, nor Day hot-bright, 

But half white and half more) where ſadly clear 

Still coldly glance the Beams of either Bear, 

The ſrofty Groen-land. Ba the lonely Shore 

The Ocean in Mountains hoat ſe doth roar, 

And dver-tumbhiug, enabling over Rocks, | 

Caſts vous Rain-bows, which in Froth he choaks ; 

Gulfsall about are ſhruak molt fir wely ſteep, 
an "5 

To the wi Land beneath 18 make a Shade, 

A Mountain liſteth up his creſted Head. 
Locks are Ice-ſhockles, his Brows are Snow, 

Yet, ſrom his burning Bowels deep below, 

Comets, far-flaming Pyramides are driven, 

And pitchy Meteors, to the Cope of Heaven, 

No Summer here the lovely Graſs forth brings, 

Nor Trees, no, not the deadly Cypreſs ſprings. 

Cave- loving Eccho Daughter of the Air, 

By humane Voice was never wak'ned here: 


 Inftead of Night's - tp yellan and plaintful Owl; 


Infernal Furies nere dg yell and howl. 

A Mouth yawns in th „Height ſo black obſcure 
With Vapours, that no Eye it can endure ; 

Great Ætna's Caverns never yet did make 

Such ſable Damps, though they be hideous black; 
Stern Horrors here eternally do dwell, 

And this Gulf deftinefor a Gate to Hell, 1 
Forth from this Place of Dread (Earth to appall) 
Three Furies ruſhed at the Angel's Call. 


One with long Treſſes doth her Viſage mask, 


Her Temples clouding in a horrid Cask, 


Her tight Hand ſwingsa Brandon in the Air, 


Which Flames and Terror hurleth every where; 
Pond*rous with Darts, her left doth bear a Shield, 
Where Gorgon's Head looks grim in ſable Field: _ 
Her Eyes blaze Fire and Blood, each Hair ftills Blood, 
Blood trills from either Pap, and where ſhe ſtood 
Blood's liquid Coral ſprang her Feet beneath, _ 
here ſhedoth ſtretch her Arm is Blood and Death. 
er S1ygian Head no ſooner ſhe uprears, . 
WhenEatrth of Swords, Helms, Launces ſtraight appears 
To be delivered, and from out her Womb _ 
In Flame-wing'd Thunders Artillery doth come, 
Floods Silver Stzeams do take a bluſhing Dye, 
The Plains With, breathleſs Bodies buried lye; 


Fear; Diſcord, Wrack, and Woes Which have no End 7 
Town is by Town, and Prince by Prince with-ſtood, 
Earth turns an hideous Shamble, a Lake of Blood, 
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he next with Eyes, ſunk hollow in her Brains, 
2222 art Hair, with black and empty Veins, 
Her dry d- up Bones ſcaxce covered with her Skin, 
Bewraying that ſtrange Structure built within | 


Thigh-Bellyleſs, mo gaſtly to the Sight, 


A wafted Skeleton reſembleth right. 


re ſhe doth roam in Air faint do the Birds, 
Yarn do Earth's ruthleſs Brood and harmizſs Herds, 
The Wood's wild Forragers do howl and roar, 
The humid Swimers dye along the Shoar; 
In Towns, the Living do the Dead up. eat, 
Then dye themſelyes, Alas! and wanting Meat 3 
Mothers not ſpare the Birth of their own Wombs, 
But turn thoſe Nefts of Life tofatal Tombs. 
Laft did a Saffron-colour'd Hag come out, 
With uncomb'd Hair, Brows banded all about 
With dusky Clouds, in ragged Mantle clad, 
Her Breath with ſtinking Fumes the Air be-ſpread, 
In either Hand ſhe held a WER whoſe Wires, 
Still'd Poyſon, blaz'd with Phlegetbontal Fires. 
(Relentleſs) ſhe each State, Sex, Age defiles, f 
Earth ſtreams with Goats, burns with invenom'dBoils; 
Where She repairs, Towns do in Deſarts turn, 
The Living have no Pauſe the Dead to mourn, 
The Friend (Ah !)dares not lock the dying Eyes 
Of his Belov'd, the Wife the Husband flies; 
Men Baſilisks to Men prove, and by Breath, 
Then Lead or Steel, bring worſe and ſwiſter Death : 
No Cypreſs, Obſequies, no Tomb they have, 
The ſad Heaven moſtly ſerves them for a Grave. 
Theſe over Earth tumultuouſly do run, 
South. North, from rigag to the ſetting Sun; 
They ſometime part, yet than the Winds more fleet, 
Forth · with together iu one Place they meet. 
Great Cui ye it know, uſanias Pride, 
And you where ave 7 Streams do gude, 
Memphis, Parthenope, ye too it know; » 
And where Euxrihus Seven-fold Tide doth flow: 
Ye know it Empreſſes n 
And ye fair Cn by Tags, Danube, Kbine, 
Though they do ſcour the Earth, roam far and large, 
Not thus content the Anp*ls leave their Charge: 
We of her Wrack theſe ſlender Signs may name, 
By greater they che Judgment do proclaim, 
Th is Center's Center with a mighty Blow , 
One bruiteth, whoſe crackt Concaves low der low, 
And rumble, than if all th' Artillery 
On Earth diſcharg'd at once were in the Sky; 
Her Surface ſhakes, her Mountains in the Main 
Turn topſy-turvy, of Heights — & 
Towns them ingulf, and late 927 owers did ſtand, 
Now nought remaineth but a Waſte of Sand; 
With turning Eddys Seas fink under Ground, 
And in their floting Depths are Valleys found; 
Late where with foamy Crefts, Waves tilted Waves 
Now fiſhy Bottoms ſhine and moſſy Caves, 
The Mariner cafts an amazed Eye : 
Or his wing'd Firrs, which bedded he finds lie, 
Yet can he ſee no Shore; but whilft he thinks, 
What hideous Creveſs that huge Current drinks, 
The Streams ruſh back again with forming Tide, 
And now his Ships on chryftalMountains glide, 
Till they be hut ld far beyond Seas and Hope, 
And ſettle on ſome Hill or Palace Top 
Or by triumphantSurges over-driven, - 
Show Earth their Entrails and their Keels theHeayen, 
Skies cloudy Tables ſome do paint, with Fights 
Of armed Squadrons, juſtling Steeds and Knights, 
With ſhining Crofles, Judge, and ſapphyre Throne, 
Arraigned Criminals to howl and groan, 
And Plaints ſend forth are heard: Ne Worlds ſeen ſhine 
With other Suns and Moons, falle Stars decline, 
And dive in Seas; red Comets warm the Air, 
And blaze, as other Worlds were Judged there. 
Others the heavenly Bodies do diſplace, 
Make Sun his Siſter's ſtranger Steps to trace; 
Beyond the Courſe of Spheres he drives his Coach, 
And near the cold Arurus doth approach 
The Scythian amaz'd is at fach Beams, 
The Mauritavian to ſee Icy Streams 


| 


The Shadow which ere- while turn'd-to the Weſt, 
Now wheels about, then reeleth to the Eaſt: 
New Stars above the Eighth Heaven ſparkle clear, 


Mars chops with Saturn, Fove claims Mars's Sphere, 
Shrunk nearer Earth, all blackned now and brown, 
In Mask of weeping Clouds appears the Moon. 
There are no Seaſons, Autumn, Summer, Spring, 

All are ſtern. Winter, and no Birth forth bring: 

Red tùrns the Sky's blue Curtain o're this Glob, 


As to propine the Judge with purple Rob. 


At firſt (entranc d) with ſad and curious Eyes, 
Earth's Pilgrim's ftare on thoſe ſtrange Prodigies: 
The Star-gazer this Round finds truly move 
In Parts and Whole, yet by no Skill can prove 

The Firmament's ftay'd Firmneſs. They which dream 
An Everlaſtingneſs in World's vaſt Frame, 

Think well ſome Region where they dwell may wrack, 
But that the Whole nor Time nor Force can ſhake ; 
Yet (frantick) muſe to ſee Heaven's ftately Lights, 
Like Drunkards, wayleſs reel amidft their Heights, 
Such as do Nations govern, and command 

Vaſts of the Sea and Emperies of Land, 

Repine to ſee their Countries overthrown, 

And find no Foe their Fury to make known: 

Alas (ſay they) what boots our Toils and Pains, 

Of Care on Earth is this the furtheſt Gains? 

No Riches now can bribe our angry Fate, 

O no! to blaſt our Pride the Heavens do threat: 

In Duft now muſt our Greatneſs buried lie, 

Yet is it Comfort with the World to die. 

As more and more the warning Signs increaſe, 

Wild Dread deprives loſt Adam's Race of Peace; 
From out their Grand- Dame Earth they fain would flyg 
But whither know not, Heavens are far and high; 
Each would bewai! and mourn his own Diſcreſs, 

But publick Cries do private Tears ſuppreſs, 

Laments, Plaiuts, Shreeks of Wo diſturb all Ears, 
And Fear is equal to the Pain it fears. 


| Amidſt this Maſs of Cruelty and Slights, 
; This Galley ful of Go1-deſpifing Wighty, 
This Jail of Si and Sname, this filthy Stage 


Wuhere all act Folly. Miſ:cy and Ka ez 
Amidſt thoſe T!;rong; of olu prepar'd for Hell, 
Thoſe Numbers which no Arehemede can tell, 


A filly Crew did Lurk, a harmlels Rout 


Wand'ring the Earth, which God had choſen out 
To live with Him (few Roſes which did blow 
Among thoſe Weeds Earth's Garden overgrow 


A Dew of Gold ftill'd on Earth's ſandy Miae, 
Small Diamonds in World's rough Rocks which ſhine) 


By pur ple Tyrants which purſu'd and chas'd, 

Liv'd Recluſes, in lonely Iſlands plac'd ; 

Or did the Mountains haunt, and Forreſts wild, 

Which they than Towns more harmleſs found and mild; 

Where many an Hymn they, to their Maker's Praiſe, 

TeachtGroves and Rocks, which did reſound theirLays. 

Nor Sword, nor Famine, nor Plague-poiſoning Air, 

Nor Prodigies appearing every where, 

Nor all the ſad Dilorder of this All, 

Could-this ſmall Handful of the World appal 

But as the Flow'r, which during Winter*sCold 

Runs to the Root, and lurks in Sap uprol'd, 

So ſoon as the great Planet of the Year 

Begins the Twins dear Manſion to clear, 

Lifts up its fragrant Head, and to the Field 

A Spring of Beauty and Delight doth yield: 

So at thoſe Signs and Apparitions ftrange, 

Their Thoughts, Looks, Geftures,did begin to change, 

Joy makes their Hands to clap, their Hearts to dance, 

In Voice turns Muſick, in their Eyes doth glance. 
What can (ſay they) theſe Changes elſe ag wry. 

Of this great Frame, ſave the approaching End 

Paſt are the Signs, all is perform'd of old 

Which the Almighty's Heraulds us forerold, 

Heaven now no longer ſhall of God's great Power 

A turning Temple be, but fixed Tower, 

Bura ſhall this mortal Maſs amidft the Air, 

Of Divine Juſtice turn'd a Trophee fair; 

Near is the laſt of Days, whoſe Light embalms 

Paſt Griefs, and all our ftormy Cares becalms. 


E 
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O Happy Day? O chearful Holy Day! 

Which Night's ſad'Sables ſhall not take away ! 

Farewel Complaints, and ye yet doubtful T. ought < 

Crown now your Hopes withComfortslong time ſought, 

Wip'd from our Eyes now ſhall be every Tear, 

Sighs ſtopt, ſince our Salvation is ſo near, 

What long we long'd for, God at laſt hath given, 

Earth's choſen Bands to join with thoſe of Heayen 

Now nohle Souls a Guerdon juſt ſhall find, 

And Reft and Glory be in one combin'd ; 

Now, more than in a Mirror, by theſe Eyne, 

Even Face to Face, our Maker ſhall be ſeen ; 

O welcome Wonder of the Soul and Sight! | 

O welcome Object of all true Delight - 

Thy Triumphs and Return we did expect, 

Of all paſt Toils to reap the dear Effect: 

Since Thou art Juft, perform Thy Holy Word, 

O come ſtill hop'd for, come long wiſh'd for, Lord. 
While thus they pray, the Heavens in Flames appear, 

As it they ſhew Fires elemental Sphere, 

The Earth ſeems in the Sun, the Weikin gone, | 

Wonder all huſhes; ſtraight the Air doth groan 

With Trumpets, which thrice Iouder Sounds do yield 

Than deafning Thunders in the airy Field. 

Created Nature at the Clangor quakes, 

Immur'd with Flames, Earth in a Palſy ſhakes, 

And from her Womb the Duſt in ſeveral Heaps 

Takes Life, and muſtereth into humane Shapes: 

Hell burſts, and the foul Priſoners there bound 

Come howling to the Day, with Serpents crown'd. 

Millions of Angels in the lofty Height, 


Clad in pure Gold and the Electar bright, 


— 


Uſhering the Way ftill where the Judge ſhould move, 
In radiant Rain · bows vault the Skies above; 

Which quickly open, like a Courtain driven, 

And beaming Glory ſhows the KING OF HEAVEN. 

What Perſian Prince, APrian moſt renown'd, 

What Scytbian with conquering Squadrons crown'd, 
Entring a breached City, where conſpire 

Fire to dry Blood, and Blood to quench out Fire; 
Where cutted Carcaſſes quick Members reel, 

And by their Ruine blunt the reeking Steel, 
Reſembleth now the ever-living King: 

What Face of Tro which doth with Yelling rings 

And Grecian Flames tranſported in the Air, 

What dreadful Spectacle of Carthage fair? 

What Picture of rich Corinth's tragick Wrack, 

Or of Numantia the hideous Sack, 


| Or theſe together ſhown, the Image, Face 


Can repreſent of Earth, and plaintful Caſe; 
Which muſt lie ſmoaking in the Worlds vaſt Womb, 
And to it ſelf both Fewell be and Tomb? 

Near to that ſweet and odoriferous.Clime, 
Where the all-chearing Em peronr of Time 
Makes ſpring the Caſſia, Nard, and fragrant Balms, 
And every Hill, and Collin Crowns with Palms; 
Wherelncenſe ſweats, where weeps the precious Myrrhe, 
And Cedars over-top the Pine and Firr, 
Near where the aged Phenix, tyr'd of Breath, 
Doth build her Neſt, and takes new Life in Death; 
A Valley into wide and open Fields 
Far it extendeth, * 4 * 4 * 


| The reſe i wanting, 
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The River of Forth Feaſting : 
A Panegyrick to the High and Mighty 


— 


Prince, James, King of Great Britain, 
France and Ireland. 


n 


F in this Storm 


To His Sacred Majeſtyr. 


— 
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of Foy ami pompous Throng, 


This Nymph (great King) doth come to Thee ſo nean 
That thy harmonious Ears Her Accents hear, 


Give Pardon to Her hnarſe and lowly Song: 


Fain would ſhe Trophees to Thy Vertues rear 
But for this Stately Taſk She is not ſtrong, 


z . 


And Her Defeits Her bigh Attempts do wrong, 
Tet as She could She makes thy Worth appears 
So in a Map is ſhown, this flowry Place; 


So wrought in Arras by 


a Virgin's Hand 


With Heaven and blazing Stars doth Atlas ſtand, 


So drawn by 


Char- coal is Narciſſus Face: 


She like the Morn may be o ſome bright Sun, 
The Day to perfect that's by her begun, 


Hat bluſtring Noiſe now interrupts my 
| Sleep? | 
What ecchoing Shouts thus cleave my 
chryſtal Deep, 
And ſeem to call me from my wat*ry Court? 


What Melody? What Sounds of Joy and Sport, 


Are convey'd hither from each neighbouring Spring? 
With what loud Rumours do the — ring ? 
Which in unuſual Pomp on Tip-toes ſtand, 

And(fulI of Wonder) overlook the Land ? 


hence comes theſe glitt'ring Throngs,theſe Meteors 


T = golden People glancing in my Sight ? (bright, 
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Whence doth this Praiſe, Applauſe and Love, ariſe ? 
What Load-ftar Eaft-ward draweth thus all Eyes ? 
Am I awake ? Or have ſome Dreams conſpir'd 
To mock my Senſe with what I moſt defir'd ? 
View 1 that living Face, ſee I thoſe Looks, 
Which with Delight were wont t' amaze my Brooks? 
Dol b-hold that Worth, that Man divine, | 
This Age*s Glory, by theſe Banks of mine? 
Then find I true what long I wiſh'd in vain 3 
My much beloved Prince is come again; 
So unto them whoſe Zenith js the Pole, 
When Six black Months are paſt, the Sun doth roll: 
So after Tempeſt to Sea-tofſed Wights 
Faire Helen's Brothers ſhow their chearing Lights: 
So comes Arabia's Wonders from her Woods, 
And far far off is ſeen by Memphis Floods, 
The feather'd Sylvans, cloud-like by her fly, 
And withtriumphing Plaudits beat the Sky, 
Nyle marvels, Serap's Prieſts (entranced) rave, 
And in Mygdonian Stone her Shape ingrave z 
In laſting Cedars they do mark the Time 
In which Apollo's Bird came to their Clime. 

Let Mother Earth now deckt with Flow'rs be ſeen : 
And ſweet breath'd Zephyres curl the Meadows green, 
Let Heaven weep Rubies in a Crimſon Show'r, 


Such as on Indies Shoars they uſe to pour : | 


Oc with that golden Storm the Fields adorn, 


Which Fove rain*d when hisBlew-ey'd Maid was born. | 


May never Hours the Web of Day out-weave, 
May never Night riſe from her ſable Cave. 
Swell proud my Billows, faint not to declare 
Your Joys as ample as their Cauſes are: | 
For Murmurs hoarſe, ſound like Arion's Harp, 
Now delicately flat, now ſweetly ſharp | 
And you my Nymphs, riſe from your moift Repair; 
Strow all your Springs aud Grots with Lillies fair ; 
Some ſwifteſt-footed, gęt them hence, and pray 

Oar Floods and Lakes come keep this Holy-day 3 
What ere beneath Albania's Hills do run, 

W hich ſee the riſing or the ſetting Sun, 

Which drink ſtern Grampius Miſts, or Ocbel's Snows ; 
Stone-rolling Tay, Tine Tortoiſe-like that flows, 
The pearly Don, the Dees, the fertile Spey. 
Wild Neverne, which doth ſee our longeſt Day; 


StrangeLowmond tor his floating Ifles renown'd; 

The Iriſh Rian, Ken, the Silver Air, 

The ſnaky Dun, the Ore with ruſhy Hair, 

The Chrittal-ftreaming Nid, loud bellowing Clyde, 
Tweed which no more our Kingdoms ſhall divide ; 
Rank-ſwelling Annan, Lid with curled Streams, 

The Eskes, the Solway where they loſe their Names, 
To ev'ry one proclaim our Joys, and Feaſts, 

Our Triumphs; bid all come and be our Gueſts: 

And as they meet in Neptune's azure Hall, 

Bid them bid Sea-Gods keep this Feſtival 3 _ 

This Day ſhall by our Currants be renown'd, 

Our Hills about ſhall ftill this Day reſound: 

Nay, that our Love more to this Day appear, 

Let us With it henceforth begin our Year. 

To Virgins, Flow'rs; to Sun-burnt Earth, the Rain; 

To Mariners fair Winds amidſt the Main, 

Cool Shades to Pilgrims, which hot Glances burn, 
Are not ſo pleaſing as thy bleſt Return, 

That Day (dear Prince) which rob'd us of thy Sight, 
[Day, no, but Darkneſs anda dusky Night] 

Did fill our Breaſts with Sighs, our Eyes with Tears, 
Turn'd Minutes to fad Months,ſad Months to Years, 
Trees left to flouriſh, Meadows to bear Flow'rs, 
Brooks hid their Heads within their ſedgie Bow'rs, 
Fair Ceres curſt our Fields with barren Froft, 

As if again ſhe had her Daughter loſt; 

The Muſes left our Groves, and for ſweet Songs 

Sat ſadly ſilent, or did weep their Wrongs. 

Yow know it, Meads; your murmuring Woods it know, 
Hills, Dales, and Caves, Copartners of their Woe 
And you it know, my Streams, which from their Eine 
Olt on your Glaſs receiv'd their pearly Brine z 

Q Naid's Dear (ſaid they) Napeas fair, 8 
O Nymphs of Trees, Nymphs which on Hills repair. 
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| 
For Thee ſhe left her Globe, and broke h 
Neſs ſmoakingSulphur, Leave with Mountainscrown'd - 


| 


Gone are thoſe maiden Glories, gone that State, 
Which made all Eyes admire our Bleſs of late, 
As looks the Heaven when never Star appears, 
But flow and weary ſhrowd them in their Sphears, 
While Tithon's Wife emboſom'd by Him lies, 

And World doth languiſh in a dreary Guiſe ; 
As looks a Garden of its Beauty ſpoil'd, 

As Woods in Winter by rough Borew foil'd, 

As Pourtraits raz'd of Colours uſe to be: 

So look'd theſe abject Bounds depriv'd of Thee. 

While as my Rills enjoy'd Thy Royal Gleams, 
They did not envy Tibers haughty Streams, 

Nor wealthy Tagus with his Golden Ore, 

Nor clear Mdaſpes which on Pearls doth roar, 
Nor golden Gange that ſees the Sun new born, 
Nor Achelous with his flowry Horn, 
Nor Floods which near Ely{an Fields do fall 
For why? Thy Sight did ſerve to them for all, 
No Place there is ſo deſart, ſo alone, 

Even f — the 3 to the Torrid Zone, 

From flaming Hecla to great Quinſay's Lake 

W hich thy Abode could not 0 happy make : 
All thoſe PerfeQions which by bounteous Heaven 
To divers Worlds in divers Times were given, 
The ftarry Senate powr'd at once on Thee, 
That thou Exemplar might'ſt to others be, 

Thy Life was kept till the Three Siſters ſpun 
Their Threads of Gold, and then it was begun. 
With chequer'd Clouds when Skies do look moſt fair 
And no diſord'red Blaſts diſturb the Air, 4 
When Lillies do them deck in azuce Gowns ; 
And new born Roſes bluſh with golden Crowns 
To prove how calm we under Thee ſhould live, 7 
What Halcyonian Days Thy Reign ſhould give, 
And to Two flowry Diadems Thy Right 
The Heavens Thee made a Partner of the Light. 


Scarce waſt Thou born, when join'd in frien 

T wo Mortal Foes with other claſped rag 2323 
With Vertue Fortune ſtrove, which moſt ſhould race 
Thy Place for Thee, Thee for ſo high a Place K 
One vow'd Thy ſacred Breaſt not to forſake, ' 
The other on Thee not to turn her Back; 
And that thou more her loves Effects migh 


tſt feel, 


er Wheel. 
When Years Thee Vigour gave, O then how ob 


Did ſmothered Sparkles in bright Flames appear 
Amongft the Woods to force the flying Hart, 
To pierce the Mountain-Wolf with feather'd D 
See Faulcons climb the Clouds, the Foxenſn 
Out-run the Wind-out-running Dædale Hare 
To breath thy fiery Steed on every Plain, 
And in Meandring Gyres him bring again 
The Preſs Thee making Place, and vulzar Things 
In Admiration's Air, on Glory's Wings; 'S% 
O! Thou far from the common Pitch didſt riſe 

With thy Deſigns to dazle Euvy's Eyes; * 
Thou ſought'ſt to know this All's eternal Source. 
Ofever-turning Heavens the reſtleſs Courſe, * 
Their fixed Lamps, their Lights which wandring run 
Whence Moon her Silver hath, his Gold the Sun ; 
If Fate there be or no, if Planets can 4 
By fierce Aſpects force the free will of M 
The light aſpiring Fire, the liquid Air, 
The flaming Dragons, Comets with red Hair, 
Heaven's tilting Launces, Artillery, and Bow, 
Loud-ſounding Trumpets, Darts of Hail, and Snow, 
The roaring Elements, with People dumb, 

The Earth with what conceiv'd is in her Womb, 
What on her moves were ſet unto thy Sight, 

Till Thou didſt find their Cauſes, Efſence, Might, 
But unto nought Thou ſo thy Mind didſt ſtrain, 

As to be read in Man, and Jearn to reign : 

To know the Weight and Atlas ofa Crown, 

To ſpare the Humble,proud Oaes tumble down. 
When from thoſe piercingCares whichThrones inveſt, 
As Thorns the Roſe, thou weari'd would'ſt Thee reft, 
With Lute in Hand, full of Celeftial Fire, 

To the Pierian Groves thou didft retire : 


arts 
are, 


an; 


There garlanded with all Urania's Flow'rs, 
In ſweeger Lays than builded Thebes Tow rs, 


Or 
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Or them which charm'd the Dolphins in the M 
Or which did cal Euridice a 


ms | 

Thou ſung'ſt away the Hours, till from theic Sphere 

+ Stars ſcem'd te hot, thy Melody to hear. 

F TheGed with golden Hair, the Siſter Maids, - | 

Did leave their Helicon, and Tempe*s Shades, 

To ſee thine Iſle, here bot their native Tongue, 

And in thy World. divided Language ſung. 

Who ol thine after Age can count the Deeds, 

With all that Fame in Time's huge Annals reads, 

How by Example more than any Law. 

This People fierce thou didſt to GoodneG drauß 

How while the Neighbour Worlds(toſs'd by the Fates) 

So many Paten had in their States. ( Thrones, 

Which turn'd «to, heeflleſs Flames their burniſh'd 

Thou (as enſpher d] kept'ft temperate thy Zones; 

In Africk Shores the Sands that ebb ana flow, 

The ſhady Leaves on Arden's Trees that grow, 

He ſure may count, with all the Waves that mee 

To waſh the Mauritanian Atlas Feet. | 
Birth, 


Though crown d thou wert not, nor a King by 
Thy Worth deſer ves the richeſt Crown on Eartn 
Search this half Sphere, and the Antartick Ground, 
Where is ſach Wit and Bounty to he fſouul?? 
As into fileat Night, when near the Bear, b Le 
The Virgin Huntreſs ſhines at full moſt clear, 
And ftrives to match her Brother's golden Light, 
The Hoſt of Stats dot h vagiſh in her Sight, 
Arcturis dies; cool'd is the Lyon's Ire, | 
Po burns ne more with Phasen Fire: 
Orion faints to ſęe his Arms grow black, 
And that his flaming Sword he now doth lack : 
So Europe's Lights, all bright in their Degree, 
Loſe all their Luſtre parallel'd with Thee, 
By juſt Deſcent Thou from mote Kings dull fhiney +. 
hen many can name Men in all theic Line's vin, © 
What moſt they toil to find, and Anding hoid, 
Thou ſcorgeſt, orient Gems, and flatt ring Gold; 
Eſteeming Treaſure ſurer in Men's Breaſts, _ 
Than when immur'd with Matble, clos'd in Che 
No ſcormy Paſſions do diſturb Thy Mind, 
No Miſts of Greatneſs ever could Thee blind: 
Who yet hath been ſo meek ? Thou Life didſt give 
To them who did repine to ſee Thee live; 
What Prince by goodneſs hath ſuchKingdoms gain'd? 
Who hath ſo long his People's Peace maintain*d? 
Their Swords are turn*d to Syths, to Culters Speares, 
Some Giant Poſt their Antick Armour bears: 
Now, where the wounded Knight his Life did bleed, 
The wanton Swain fits piping on a Reed; 
And where the Cannon did Fove's Thunder ſcorn, 
The gawdy Huats-man winds his ſnrill- tun'd Horn * 
Her green Locks Ceres doth to yellow dy, hs 
The Pilgrim ſafely in the Shade doth ly, 
Both Pan and Pales careleſs keep their Flocks, 
Seas have no Dangers ſave the Winds and Rocks: 
Thou art this Iile's Palladium, neither can 
{ Whiles thou doſt live] it be ofce-throwa by Man. 
Let others boaft of Blood and Spoils of Foes, _ - 
Fierce Rapiges, Murders, Iiads of Woes, 
Ot bated Pomp, and Trophees reared fair, 
Gore - ſpangled Enſigus fireaming in the Air, 
Count how they make the Scytbian them adore, 
The Gaditay; and Seuldicr of Aurvre, 
Unhappy boaſting ! to enlarge their Bounds, 
That charge themſelves with Cares, their Friends with 
Who have no Law td their ambitious Will, (Wounds, 
But (Man-plagues) born are humane Blood to ſpill ; 
Thou a true Victor art, ſent from above 
W hat others ſtrain by Force, to gain by Lore, 
World-watidring Fame this Praite to Lhee imparts, 
To be the only Monarch of all Hearts. 
They many fear, who are of many feat'd, FR 
And Kingdoms got by Wrongs, by Wrongsare teat d, 
Such Thrones as Blood doth raiſe, Blood throweth down, 
No Guard ſo ſure as Love uato a Crown. , 
Eye of our Weſtern World, Mars-daunting King, 
With whoſe Renown the Earth's Seven Climates ring, 
Thy Decds not only claim thele Diadems, 
To which Ibame, Liffy, Tay, ſubje& their Streams: 
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By Wonder born, by Wonder firſt inſtall d, 


And by ſad Poverty diſcern o 


— r ee 


But to Thy Vertues rare, aud Gifts, is due 

All that the Planet of the Year doth view; 

Sure if the World above did want a Prince 

The World above to it would take Thee hence, 
That Murder, Rapine, Luſt, are fled to Heu, 

And in their Rooms with us the Graces dwell; 

That Honour mote than Riches Men reſpett, - 

That Worthineſs than Golf doth more effect, 

That Piety unmaske1 ſhuws her Face, 

That Innaceney keeps with Power her Place, 

That long-exil'd Aſtrea leaves the Heaven, 

And turneth right her Sword, her Weights holds ever 

That the Saturxian World is cdme again, 

Are wilh*d Effects of Thy moſt happy Reizn., 

That daily Peace, Love, Truth, Delights entreaſe, 

And Diſcord,” Hate, Fraud, with Incumbers, ceaſe; 

That Men uſe Strength not to ſhed others Blood, 


4 
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| But uſe their Strengrh now to do others Good 3 


That Fury is enchaind, diſarmed Wrath, 


| That (fave by Nature's Hand) there is no Death, 


That late grim Foes, like Brothers other love. 
That Vulturs prey not on the harmleſs Dove, 
That Wolves with Lambs do Friendſhi entertain; 
Are wiſh Effects of Thy moſt happy Reiph, | 
That Towns encreaſe, That rain'd Temples riſe, 
That their wnd-moving Vanes do kiſs the Skies; 
That Ignorance and Sloth hence run away, 
T hat buri'd Arts now rowſe them to the Day, 
TT hat z7yperion far beyond his Bed, 
Doth ſee our Lions ramp, our Roſes ſpred; 
That Iber coùrts us, Tyber not us charms; (warms « 
That Rhine with hence-brought Beams his Boſout 
That it doth fear, and Good doth us maintain, 
Are wiſh'd Effects of Lac bs happy Reign, 

O Vertues Pattern, Glory of our Limes, 
Sent of paſt Daies to expiate tbe Crimes, 
Great Ring, but better far than Thou art great, 
Whom State not honours, but u ho honours State 


By Wonder after to new Kingdoms call'd ; | 
Young kept by Wonder from home-bred Alarms, 
Old ſav'd dy Wonder from pale Traitors Harms, 
To be for this Thy Reign, which Wonders brings; 
A King of Wonder, Wonder unto Kings. 

If Pit, Dane, Norman, Thy ſmooth Yoke had ſcen; 
Pit, Dane, and Norman had Thy Subjects been: 
If Brutus knew the Bliſs Thy Rule doth give, 
Even Brutus joy would under Thee to live, 

For Thou Thy People doſt ſo deatly love, > 
That they a Father, more than Prince, Thee prove; 
O Dayes to be defir'd ! Age happy thrice! 

If you your Heaven: ſent · Goòd could duly prize, 

But we (half palſy ſick) think never right 

Of what we hold, till it be from our Sight, 
Prize only Summer's ſweet and musked Breath, 
When armed Winters threaten us with Death 
In pallid Sickneſs do elteem of Health, 


* 


f ealth: : e- 
Mos, | walls 


I ſee an Age when after ſome 
And Revolutions of the ſlow-pac'd Spheres, - 
Theſe Days ſhall'be*bove otic far eſteem d, 
And like Auguſtus palmy Reign de deem'd. 
The Names of Arthur, fabulous Paladines, * 
Grav'n in Time's ſurly Brows,in, wrinkled | Liaesz 

Of Henrie s, Edwards, famous for their Fights, | 
Their Neighbour Conqueſts, Orders new of Knights, 
Shall by this Prince's Name be paſt as far 

As Meteors ate by the Idalian Star. 

If Gray-bair'd Proie Songs the Truth not mils, 

And Gray-hair'd Proteus oft a Prophet is, 

There is a Land hence diſtant many Miles, 

Out reaching Fiction and Atlantic Iles, 

Which (Homelings) from this little World we nameg 
That ſhall imblazon with ſtrange Rites his Fame, 
Shall rear him Statues all of pureſt Gold, 

Such as Men gave unto the Gods of old, 

Name by him Temples, Pallaces, and Lowns, 
Wich ſome great River, which their Fields renowns 2 
| This is chat King who ſhould make right each Wrong, 
Ot whom the Bards and myſtick Sibybs ſung, 
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The Man long promis'd, by whoſe glorious Reign, 

This Ifle ſhould yet her ancient Name regain, 

And more of Fortunare deſerve the Stile, 

Than thoſe whereHeavens with doubleSummers ſmile. 
Run on (Great Prince) Thy Courſe in Glory's Way, 

The End the Life, the Evening Crowns the Day 

Heap Worth on Worth, and ſtrongly ſoar above 

ThoſcHeights which made theWorld Thee firft to love; 

Surmount thy ſelf, and make thine Actions paſt 

Be but as Gleams or Lightnings of thy Laft, 

Let them exceed thoſe of thy younger Time, 

As faras Atuma doth the flowry Prime. 

Through this thyEmpire range,likeWorld's brightEye, 

That once each Year ſurveyes all Earth, and Sky, 

Now glances on the flow and — Bears, 

Then turns to dry the weeping Auſter's Tears, 

Hurries to both the Poles, and moveth even 

In the infigur*d Circle of the Heaven : | 

O long long haunt theſe Bounds, which by thy Sight 

Have now regain'd their former Heat and Light, 

Here grow green Woods, here filver Brooks do glide, 

Here Meadows ſtretch them out with painted Pride, 

Embroyd*ring all the Banks, here Hills aſpire 

To crown their Heads with the Æthereal Fire, 

Hills, Bulwarks of our Freedom, Giant Walls, 

W hich never Friends did flight,norSword made thralls; 

Each circling Flood to Ther Tribute pays, 

Men here (in Health) out live old Neſtor's Days: 

Grim Saturn yet amongſt our Rocks remains, 

Bouad in our Caves, with many MetalFd Chains, 

Bulls haunt our Shades like Leda's Lover white, 

Which yet might breed Paſipbae delight, | 

Our Flocks fair Fleeces bear, with which for Sport 

Endymion of old the Moon did court, = 

High · palmed Harcs amidſt our Forreſts run, 

And, not impal'd, the deep-mouth*d Hounds do ſhun 

The rough-foot Hair ſafe in our Buſhes ſhrouds, | 

And long-wing*d Hawks do pearch amidft our Clouds, 

The wanton Wood-Nymphs of the verdant Spring, 


| 


o 


The Triztons, Herdſmen of the glaſſyPield, 


| 


Bleu, Golden, Purple Flow'rs ſhall es'thee bring, 
Pomona's Fruits the Panisi, Thetis Girls, 
Thy Tbule's Amber, with the Oceari Pearls ? 
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Shall give thee what far - diſtanf Shores can yeild, 
The Serean Fleece, Erythreay Gems + ? 
Vaſte Plare's Silver, Gold of Peru Streams, 
Amariick Parrots, Arbiopian Plus, 
Sabæan Odours, Myrrhe, and ſweet Perfumes : . 
And I my ſelf, wrapt in a watchet Go W 
Of Reeds and Lillies, on mine Head'a Crown, 
Shall Incenſe to thee burn, green Altars riſe, 
And yearly fing due Pœant t Thy Praiſe. 

Ah why ſhould Js onty ſee Thee ſhine? 
Is not Thy Forsh, as welFas Is Thine? 
Though Ii vaunt ſhe hath'more Wealth in ſtore, 
Let it ſuffice Thy Forth doth love Thee more: 
Though ſhe for Beauty may compare with Seine, =" 
For Swains and Sea-Nymphs with kiriperiat Rbine , - 
Yet for the Title may be claim'd in Thee, 
Nor She; nor all the World can mateh with me. 
Now when (by Honour drawn) Thou ſhalt away 
To her already jealous of Thy Sta, 
When in her amorous Arms ſhe doth Thee fold, 
And drys Thy Dew y Hairs with hets of Gold, 
Much asking of Thy Fare, much of Thy Sport, 
Much of Thine Abſence, long, how & fe ſo ſhort, 
And chides (perhaps) Thy coming to the North, 
Loathe not to think on Thy much-loving Forib: 
O love theſe Bounds, where of Thy Royal Stem 
More than an Hundred wore a Diadem. 
So ever Gold and Bays Thy Brows adorny , 
So never Time may ſee Thy Race out- Word, 
So of Thine Own ftill mayſt Thou be dend, 5 
Ot Strangers fear*d, redòubted, and ad mir d 3 yes 
So Memory Thee Praiſe, ſo precious Hours 
May character Thy Name in Starry Flowers; 
So may Thy high Exploits at laſt take even, 
With Earth Thy Empire, Glory with the Heaven. 
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The High and Excellent Prince, CARL. J 
King of Great Britain, France and Ire- 
land, at his Entring his City of Edinburgh. 


Delivered from the Pageants, the 15th of June, 1633. 
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I. The Speech of Caledonia, repreſenting the Kingdom. 


Deſires | 
Obtained are, no higher now aſpices 
Our wiſhing Thought, ſince to his native Clime 
The Flower of Princes, Honour of his Time, 
Enchearing all our Dales, Hills, Forrefts, Streams, 
As Pbabis doth the Summer with his Beams) 


TY Heavens have heard our Vows, our juſt 


Is come, and radiant to us in his Train 

The golden Age and Vertues bringsagain 5 
Prince ſo much longed for, how Thou becalm'ſt 
Miad's eaſeleſs Anguiſh, every Care embalm' ſt 
With the ſweer Odours of thy Preſence: No 
In ſwelling Tides Joyes every where do flow 


By 
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- By Thine Approach, and that the World may ſee 
| What unthou# nt Wonders do attend on Thee, 
74 This Kingdci1's _ I, who ſince that Day 
_ That ruthleſs Fate thy Parent reft away, 
4 N 1 And made a Star, appear'd not any where 


A "To <#xatulate thy coming, come amt here, 


0 
- 
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Ha!) Princt* Phoenix, Monarch of all Hearts, 
Soveraign of Love and Juſtice, who imparts 818 
More than thau can't receive; To Thee this Crown 
0 Is due by Birth ; but more, it is thine own 

By juſt DUertz and ere another Brow (flow 
2 T; Th#*n thine ſhould reach the ſame, my Fluods ſhould 
Win bot Vermilion Gore, and every Plain 

Level the Hills with Carcaſſes of (lain, 
1 This lile become a red Sea : Now how ſweet 
Is it to me when Love and Laws thus meet 

To wreath thy Temples with this Diadem, 

My Nurſelings ſacred Fear, and deareſt Gem: 

Nor Roman, Saxon, Pit, by ſad Alarms => 

Could this acquire and keep; the Heavens in Arms 

Fr» m us repel all Perils, nor by Wars . 

Ought here was won, or gaping Wounds and Scats, 

Out Lion's Clyna/Ferf#k.naw is paſt, FART 

And crown'd with Bays, be rampeth'free at laſt; 
Here are no Serean Fleeces, Peru Gold, 

Auroras Gems, nor Wares by Brians fold ; 

Towns ſwell not here with Babylomian Walls, 

Nor Nere*s Sky-reſembling Gold-ceiPd Halls, | 

Nor Mempbu Spires, not Luingazes arched Frames, 

Captiving Seas, and giving Lands their Names 

Faith, (milk-white Faiib) of old belov'd ſo well, 

Yet in this Cornet of the World doth dwell, 

With her pure Sifters, 7ru1h, Simpliciiy; 

Here baniſh*d Honour bears them Company, 

A Mars. adoring Brodtl is here, their Wealth, 

Sound Minds, and Bodies of as ſound a Health z ; 

Walls here are Men, who fence their Cities more - 

Than Neptune, when he doth in Mountains roar, 

Doth guard this Iſle, or all thoſe Forts and Tow'rs . © 

Ampbion's Harp rais'd about Thebes Bow'rs, _ * © 

Heavens Arch isoft their Roof, the pleaſant Shade | 

Of Oak and Plain oft ſerves them for a Bed ” 

To ſuffer Want, ſoft Pleaſure to depiſe, 

Run over panting Mountains crown'd with Ice, 

Rivers o'reconie, the waſteſt Lakes appal, 


(Being to themſelves, Oars, Steerers, Ship and an 


Is their Renown 5, a brave all-daring Race, 
Couragious, prudent, doth this Climate Grace; 
Yet the firm Baſe on which their Glory ſtands, 
In Peace true Hearts, in Wars is valiant Hands, 
Which here(great King)they offer up to Thee, 
Thy Worth feſpecting as thy Pedigree: 
Though it be much to come of Princely Stem, 
More is it to deſerve a Diadem. 
Vouchſafe, bleft People, raviſht here with me, 
To think my Thoughts, and ſee what do ſce, 
A Prince al gracious, affable, divine, | 
Meek, wiſe, juft, valiant, whoſe radiant ſhine, 
Of Vertues (like the Stars about the Pole 
Guilding the Night) enlightneth every Soul, 
Your Scepter (ways 3 a Prince born in this Age 
To guard the Innocents from Tyrants Rage, 
To make Peace proſper, Juſtice to reflow'r, 
In deſert Hamlet, as in Lordly Bow'r; 
A Prince, that though of none he ftands in Awe; 
Yet firft ſubje&s himſelf to his own Law, 
| Who joys in Good, and till, as right directs, 
His Greatneſs meaſures by his good Effects, 
His People's Pedeſtal, who riſing high, | 
To grace this Throne, makes Scotland's Name to fly 
On #alcyons Wings(her Glory which reſtores) | 
Beyond the Ocean to Columbus Shores; 
God's Sacred Picture in this Man adore, 
Honour his Valour, Zeal, his Pie ty more, 
High value what you hold, Him deep engrave 


Ia your Heart's Heart, from whom all Good ye have: 


For as Moon's Splendor from her Brothet ſprings, 
The People's Welfare ſtreameth from their Kings. 
Since your Love's Object doth immortal prove, 

O love this Prince with an eternal Love. 


———_— ld. P" DET YL 4 


Pray that thoſe Crowns his Anceſtors did wear 
His Tem ples long (more otient) ay —_ 8. 


10 e Bad affray 5 
hat Heaven on him what he deſires beſtow, 


That ſtill the Glory of his Greatneſs grow, 


| That Good he reach by Sweetneſs of his Sway: 
That even his Shadow may 15 1 Lay, 


That your begun Felicities may laſt, 


That n6 Orion do with Storms them bläſt, 


That Victory his brave Exploits attend, 1 
| Eaſt, Weſt, ox South, where he his Force ſhall bend; 
|| Till his great Deeds all former Deeds ſurmount, 


And quail the Nimrod of the He lleſ pont; 


That when his well-ſpent Care all Care becalms; 


He may in Peace ſleep in a Shade of Palms; 
And rearing up fair Trophees, that Heavens may 
Extend his Life to World's extremeft Day, 


2. The Song of the Muſes at Patnaſſus. 
A” length we ſee thoſe Eyes, 1 
Which cheer both Earth and Skies ; 


Now, ancient Caledon, 


Thy Beauties heighten, richeſt Robs put 6n; 
And let young Joys to all thy Parts ariſe, 


Here could a Prince Rftill ſtay, 

Each Month ſhould turn to May; 

We need not Star nor Sun, | 

Save him, to lengthen Days and Joys begun: 
Sorrow and Night to tar Climes hafte away. 


Now Majefty and Love 

Combin'd are from above, 

Prince never Scepter ſway d. 

Lov'd Subjects more, of Subjects more obey'd, 

Which may endure whilft Heavens great Orbs do moye; 
oys did you always laſt,  — 

Joys. Spark you ſoon would waſte ; 

| Grief follows ſweet Delight, | 
As Day is ſhadowed by ſable Night, 


| Let ſhall Remembrance keep you fl ill when paſt. 


3. The Speeches at the Horoſco⸗ 
pal Pageant by the Planets. 
Endymion. 


Ows'd from the LatmianCave,where many Years 
That Empreſs of the loweſt of the Spheres, 

Who chears the Night, did keep me hid, apart 
From mortal Wights, to eaſe her love-ſick Heart, 
As young as when ſhe did me firſt encloſe, 
As freſh in Beauty as the morning Roſe; 
| Endymion, that Whilom kept my Flocks 
Upon Jonia's flowry Hills and Rocks, | 
| And ſweet Lays warbling to my Cynthia's Beams, 

Out-lang the Cygnets of Meander's Streams: | 
To whom (for Guerdon) She Heavens ſecret Bars 
Made open, taught the Paths and Pow'rs of Stars ; 
By this dear Lady's ſtritt Commandement 
To celebrate this Day I here am ſent, 
But whether is this Heaven, which Stats do crown, 
Or are Heaven's flaming Splendors here come dowt| 
| To beautify this nether World with me? 
Such State and Glory did ere Shepherd ſee ? 
My Wits my Senſe miſtruſt, and ſtay amaz'd, 
No Eye on fairer Objects ever gaz'd; 
Sure this is Heaven, for every wandring Star, 
Forſaking thoſe great Orbes where whirl'd they are; 
All diſmal ſad Aſpects abandoning, | 
Are here met tolalute ſome gracious King; 
Nor is it ſtrange if they Heaven's Height neglect, 
It of undoubted Worth is the Effett ; | 
Then this it is, thy Preſence, (Royal Youth) 
Hath brought them here within an Azymurh, 
To tell by me (their Herauld) coming Things, 
And what each Fate to her ftern Diſtaff ſings : 


Heavens Volume to unclaſp, vaft Pages ſpread, 
Myſterious "_ Cyphers clear to-read; 
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Hear then the, Augur of thy future Dafs, 
And what the ftarry Senate of Tthee lays 
For, what is firm decreęd in Heaven aboye, 
In yain bn Earth firive Mortals to improve. 


* Saturn: nnn 
O fair Hopes to gi e Reins now it is Time, © 
| And ſoar as high as juſt Deſires way climb; 

O #Halcyonian, clear, and happy Da,, 

From ſorry Wights let Sorrow fly away, 

And vex Antariick Climes, Great Brigain's Woes 
Vanifh, for Joy now in her Zeniib glows z , | 

The old Leuzadian Syth-bearing Sire 


(Though cold) for thee feels Flames of ſweet Deſire; 


And many Luſtres at a perſect Height, . , 

Shall keep thy Scepter's Majeſty as bright 

And ftrong in Power and Glory every Way, 

As when Thy peerleſs Parent did it ſway, 

Ne're turning wrinkled in Time's endleſs Length, 
But one in her firſt Beauty, youthful Strength, 
Like thy rare Mind, which ſtedfaſt as the Pole 
Still fixed ſtands, however Spheres do roll; 
More, to inhaunce with Favours this thy Reign, 
His Age of Gold he doth reſtore again, 

Love, Juſtice, Honour, Innocence renew, 
Men's Sp'cits with white Simplicity indue, 

Make af] to live ia Plenty's endleſs Store 
With equal Shares, none wiſhing to have more; 
No more ſhall cold the Plow-mens Hopes beguile, 
Skyes ſhall on Earth with lovely Glances ſmile; 
Which ſhall untill 'd. each Flow'r and Herb briog forth, 
And Lands to Gardens turn of equal Worth, 

Life (long) ſhall not be thralPd ro mortal Dates, 
Thus Heavens Decree, ſo have ordain'd the Fates. 


Jove. 


Elight of Heaven, ſole Honour ol the Earth, 
Fove (courting thine Aſcendant,) at thy Birth 
Proclaimed Thee a King and made it true, 
That to thy Worth great Monarchies are due; 
He gave Thee what was good, and what was great, 
What did belong to Love and what to State, 
Rare Gifts whole Ardors burn the Hearts of all, 
Like Tinder when Flint's Atoms on it fall, 
The Tramontane which thy fait Courſe direfs, 
Thy Counſels ſhall approve by their Effects; 
Juſtice kept low by Grants, Wrongs, and Jars, 
Thou ſhalt relieve, and crown with gliſtering Stars, 
Whom nought ſave Law of Force could keep in Awe, 
Thou ſhalt turn Clients to the Force of Law, 
Thou Arms ſhalt brandiſh for thine own Defence, 
Wrongs to repel, and guard weak Innocence, 
Waich to thy lalt Effort thou ſhalt uphold, 
As Oak the Ivy which it doth enfold 
All overcome, at laſt thy (elf &'recome, 
Thou ſhalt make Paſſion yield to Reaſon's Doom: 
For Smiles of Fort une (hall not raiſe thy Mind, 
Nor ſhall Diſaſters make it e're declin'd, 
True Honour ſhall reſide within thy Court, 
Sobriety and Truth there ſcill reſort 3 _ ; 
Keep promis'd Faith, Thou ſhalt all Treacheries 
Deteſr, and fawning Paraſites deſpiſe, 
Thou, others to make rich, ſhalt not make poor 
T hy ſelf, but give, that Thou mayſt ſtill give more 
Thou ſhalt no Paranymph raiſe to high Place, 
For frizl'd Locks, quaint Pace, or painted Face; 
On gorgeous Rayments, Womanizing Toyes, 
The Works of Worms, and what a Moth deſtroys. 
The Maze of Fools, thou ſhalt no Treaſure ſpend, 
Thy Charge to Immortality mall tend, 
Raiſc Palaces, and Temples vaulted high, 
Rivers o're arch, of Hoſpitality * 
And Sciences the ruin'd Inns reſtore, 
With Walls and Ports incircle Nepiune*s Shore, 
Tonew- found Worlds thy fteets ma ke hold their courſe, 
And find of Canada th* uuknown Source, 
People thoſe Lands which pals Arabian Fields, 
In fragrant Woods and Musk which (Zephyre yields; 
Thou fear'd ot none, ſhalt not thy People fear, 
Thy People's Love Thy Greacacls [hall up-rear, 
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Shall bridge thy Sea like Heaven withSteel that mies. 


. | Black Jeve appall d doth ſhroud him in the Dark; 


Still Rigour ſhall not ſhine, and Mercy lowr, 

What Love can do Thou ſhalt not do by Power; 

New and vaſt Taxes thou ſhalt not extort, 

Load heavy thoſe that Bounty ſhould fapport, - - 4 

Thou ſhalt not ſtrike the Hinge nor Mafter-Beam 

Of thine Eftate, but Ecrours in the ſame 

By harmleſs Juſtice graciouſly reform, © 

Delighting more in Calm than roaring Storm 

Thou ſhalt govern in Peace as did thy Sire, 1 

Keep, ſave Thine awn, and Kingdoms new acquire, 

Beyond Alcides Pillars, and thoſe Bounds 

Where Alexander gain'd the Eaſtern Crowns, | 

Tin thou the greateſt be amongſt the Greats; - 4 

Thus Heavens ordain, ſo have decreed the Fates. 

e 

— of the Lion, Thou of loathſome Bande | 
Shalt free theEarth,and what e're Thee with ſtanda 

Thy noble Paws ſhall tear; the God of Thrace 7 

Shall be thy Second; and before thy Face, 

To Truth and Juſtice, whilſt thou: Trophies rears, 

Armies ſhall fall diſmaid wirhPannick Fears. 

As when Aurora in Sky's Azure Liſts 

Makes Shadows vaniſh, doth diſperſe the Miſts, 

And in a twinkling with her Opal Light, g 


1 
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Night's Horrours checketh, putting Stars to Fli hb 
More to enflame Thee to this noble Tack * , * 
To Thee he here reſigns his Sword and Cask, 


A Wall ot flying Caftles. armed Pines 


To aid Eafth's Tenants by foul Yokes oppreſc 
And fill with Fears the great King, of the Weſt; 
To Thee already Victory diſplays. 2 
Her Garlands twin'd with Olive, Oak and Bays; 
Thy Triumph finiſh ſball all old Debates ? Py 
Thus Heaven's Decree, ſo haveordain'd the Fates, 


| at Gas... = 
Ealth, VViſdom,Glary, Pleaſure, ſtouteſt Hearts, 
Religion, Laws, Hyperion imparts | 
Ta thy juſt Reign, which ſhall far far ſurpaſs 
Of Emperors, Kings, the beſt that ever was; 
Look how he dims the Stars; thy Glory's Rays 
So darken ſhall the Luſtre of theſe Days: 
For in fair Vertue's Zodiack thou ſhalt run, 
' And in the Heaven of Worthies be the Sun. 
No more contemn'd ſhall hapleſs Learning ly; 
The Maids of Pindus ſhall be raiſed high; 
For Bay and Ivy Which their Brows enrol'd 
Thou ſhalt them deck with Gems and ſhining Gold: 
Thou open fhalt Parnaſſus Chryfial Gates; 
Thus Heavens ordain, ſo do decree the Fates. 
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| Venus. 

Tx Acidalian Queen amidſt Thy Bays 

Shall twine herMirtles,grantT bee pleaſant Days; 
She did make clear Thy Houſe, and with her Light 
Of churliſh Stars put back the diſmal Spight; 205 
The Zymenean Bed fair Brood ſhall gtace, 
Which on the Earth continue ſhall their Race, 
While Flor#'s Treaſure ſhall the Meads endear; 
While ſweet Pomonz Roſe-cheek'd Fruits ſhallbear, 
While Phebe's Beams her Brothers emulates 
Thus Heavens decree, ſo have ordain'd the Fates. 


2 Atlas Nephew, ſhall the Wotks of Peace, 
(Tne Springs of Plenty) Tillage, Trades encreaſe, 
Aud Arts in Time'sGulfs loſt again teſtore, | 
To their Perfection; nay, find many more, 

More perfe(t Artifts, Cyclops in their Forge 

Shall. mould choſe brazen 7ypbons, Which diſgorge 
From their hard Bowels Metal, Flame and Smoak, 
Mufling the Air up ina ſable Cloak. 
Geryons, Harpyes, Dragons, Sphinges ſttrange 

W heel, where in ſpacious Gires the Fume doth range, 
The Sca ſhrinks at the Blow, ſhake doth the Ground, 
The World's vatt Chambers doth the Sound rebound 5 
The Sty2tan Porter leaveth off to bark, | 
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«With Wiſdom, which than Strength is better far, 
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Many a Typbi in Adventures toft 

By new-found Skill ſhall many a Maiden coaft, 
With thy fil-winged Argoſes and out, 

Which like the Sun ſhall run the Earth about; 
And far beyond his Paths ſcore wavy Ways, 

To Catbai's Lands by Hyper borean Seas 3 

He ſhall endue thee both in Peace and War, 


Wealth, Honour, Arms and Arts ſhall grace th States 
Thus Heavens ordain, ſo do decree the Fates, IS 


The Moon. 


How the fair Queen with the golden Maids, 
The Sun of Night, thy happy Fortune aids; 

Though turban'd Princes for a Badge her wear, 
To them ſhe wain, to thee would full appear; 
Her Hand-maid Theti daily walks the Round 
About thy Delos that no Force it wound. 
Then when, thou left'ſt it, and abroad didft ftray, 
(Dear Pilgrim) ſhe did ſtrau with Flowers thy Way, 
And turning foreiga Force and Counſel yain, 
Thy Guard and Guide return'd thee home again; 
To thee ſhe l grit Yearsg Bliſs did divine, 
Quelling Meduſa's grim Snakes with her Shine, 
Beneath thy Reign Diſcord, (fell Miſchiefs Forge, 
The Bane of Peoples States and Kingdoms Scourge ) 
Pale Envy (with the Cocatrice's Eye, 
Which ſeeing kills, but ſeen doth forthwith die:) 
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Malice, Deceit, Rebellion, Impudence, 
Beyond the G aramants ſhall pack them hence, 
With every Monfter that fy Glory hates, s 
Thus Heavens decree, Wo hae orddin'd te Fates. 


| | | - Endymion. : 0 * 
Hat heretofare to thy heroick Mine 
| Hopes did not anſwer'as they were'defi Was | 
Odo not think it ſtrange, *Times were not come, 
And theſe fair Stars had not pronounc'd their Doom 3 
The Deſt inies did on that Day attend, \, © 
When to this Northern Region thou ſhould leg 
Thy 2 Prefence, and charg'd with Reiown, 
Set on thy Brows the Catedoniey Crown nu; 
Thy Vertues now thy uft Defre all grace, 
Stern Chance ſhall change, and to Deſert give Place; 
Let this be known to ah the Fates, admit 
To their grave Counſel, and to every Wit 
That courts Heaven's Inſide; this let Siby/ts know 
And thoſe mad Eorybams why'dance and glow 
On Dindymus high Tops with frantick Fire: 
Let this be known cv all Ago Quire, 
And People let it not be hid from you, 
What Mountains noiſe, and Floods proclaim as true: 
Wherever Fame Abroad his Praiſe ſhall ring, 
All ſhall obſerve, and ſerve this bleſſed King. 
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The End of King Charles's Entertainment at Edin: 


| burgh, 1632. 


LL good hath left this Age, all tracks of ſhame 
Mercy is baniſhed, and Pity dead, 
uſtice from whence it came to Heaven is fled; 
eligion maim d, is thought an idle Name, 
Faith to Piftruſt, and Malice hath given place, 
Envy with poyſon'd Teeth hath Friendſhip torn, 
Renowned Knowledge is a deſpis'd Scorn, 
Now Evil *tis, all Evil not to embrace. 
There is no Life ſave under ſervile Bands, 
To make Deſert a Vaſſal to their Crimes, 
Ambition with Avarice Joyn Hands 
O ever-ſhameful, O moſt ſhameleſs Times! 
Save that Sun's Light we ſce, of Good here tell, 
This Earth we court too much, were very Hell, 


Oth then the World go thus,doth all thus move ? 
Is this the Juſtice which on Earth we find? 
Is this that firm Decree which all doth bind ? 
Are theſe your Influences, Pow'rs above? 
Thoſe Souls which V ices moody Miſts moſt blind, 
Blind Fortune blindly moſt their Friend doth prove 
And they who thee (poor Idol) Vertue love 
Fly like a Feather toſs d by Storm and Wind. 
Ah! (if a Providence doth ſway this All.) 
Why ſhould beft Minds groan under moft Diftreſs, 
Or why ſhould Pride Humility make thrall, 
And Injuries the Innocent oppreſs ? 
Heavens hinder, top this Fate, or grant a Time 
When Good may have as well as Bad their Prime. 


A Reph. 
J Ho do in Good delight 
That ſoyereign. Juttice ever doth Reward 
And though ſometime it (mite, 
Yet it doth them regard 
For even amidit their Grief 
They find a ſtrong Relief, 1 
And Death it ſelf can work them no Deſpite. 


| 


—_— 


— 


Again, in Evil who joy, 


5 3 6 

n midſt of Mirth are charg'd with Sin's Annoy, 

W hich is in Conſcieuce Krold, I 15 

And whentheir Life's frail Threed is cut by Time; 

They Puniſhment find equal to each Crime: | 

1 how in May the . . 
At Sulphut's azure Fumes, 

In a ſhort Space her Crimſon Bluſh doth loſe; 

And allamaz'd a pallid White afſumes. 

So Time our beft conſumes, | 

Makes Youth and Beauty paſs, 


And what was Pride turns-Horrour in our Glaſs, 


5. To « Snafow building near tbe Statut 
of Medea. | 


[JOnd Progye, chattering Wretch, © 
That is Medea, there, 


| Wilt thou thy Younglings Hatch? 


Will ſhe keep Thine, her Own, who could not ſpare ? 
Learn from her frantick Face | 
To ſeek ſome fitter Place. 8 

What other may*ft thou hope for, what deſire, 


Save Stygian Spells, Wounds, Poyſon, Iron, Fire? 
1a 6. Venus Armed, 
O practiſe new Alarme 
In Fove%s great Court above, 
The wanton Queen of Love 
Of ſleeping Mars put on the horrid Arms, 
Where gazing ina Glaſs 
To ſee what Thing ſhe wass 
To mock and ſcoff the Blue-ey*d Maid did moveʒ 
Who ſaid, ſweet Queen, thus ſhould you have been dight 
When Vulcan took you napping with your Knight, 


L 7. The 


— 


— 


— 
- 
* 


POEMS. 


7: The Boar's- Head. 


Midſt a pleaſant Green 
Which Sun did ſeldom ſee, , 
here play*d Ancbiſes with the Cyprian Queen, 
The Head of a Wild Boar hung ona Tree; 
'And driven by Zephyres breath. 3 
Did fall, and wound the lovely Youth beneath, 
On whom yet ſcarce appears  _- 
So muth of Blood as Venus Eyes ſhed Tears. 
But ever as She Wept her Anthem was 
Change, cruel Change. alas, HR” AD 
My Adon whilft thou liv*d was by thee Slain, 
Now Dead, this Lover muſt thou kill again! 


8. To an Owl. 


Sealapbus tell me, A din 
A So may Night's Curtain long Time cover Thee, 


— 


So Ivy ever may | 

From irkſom Light keep thy Chamber and Bed, 
And in Moon's Liv'ry cled; 5 

So may*ſ thou ſcorn the Quiriſters of Day, 

When plaining thou doſt ſtaßx 

Near to the ſacred Window of my Dear, 

Ooft ever thou her hear 2 hey 8 
To Wake, and fteal ſwift Hours from drowſy Sleep? 
And when ſhe wakes, doth ere a ſtoll'n Sigh creep 
Into thy liſt' ning Ear? , -Þ | 

If that Deaf God doth yet her careleſs keep, 

In louder Notes my Grief with thine expteſs, 

Till by thy Shrie ks ſhe think on my Diſtreſs. 


— 9. Daphnts, 
| Ow Daphnis Arms did grow ; 
In flender Branches, and ner braided Haig 
Which like gold Waves did flow, x 
Inleavy Twigs were firetched in the Air, 
The grace of either Ft 8”. 
Transform'd was to a Root, 
A tender Bark enwraps her Body fair. 
He who did cauſe her Ill f 
Sore-wailing ftood, and from his blubber'd Eyne 
Did Show rs of Tears upon the Rine diſtill, | 
Which water'd thus did bud and turn more Green. 
O deep Deſpair ! O Heart-apalling Grief, 
When that doth Woe encreaſe ſhould bring Relief. 


10. The Bear of Love; 
N Woods and Deſart Rounds | 
A Beaft abroad deen roam, | 
50 loving Sweecneſs and the Honcy-Comb, 
It doth deſpiſe the Arms of Bees and Wounds ; 
I by like Pleafure led | 
To prove what Heavens did place 
Of tweet on your fair Face, 
Whilft therewith I am fed, 
Re careleſs (Bear of Love) of Helliſh Smart, 
And how thoſe Eyes afflict and wound my Heart, 


11' Five Sonnets for Galatea, 


19 | 

8 in vain thou brings thy Rimes and Songs, 

4_J) Deckt with grave Pindar'sold and witner'd Flow'rs. 

In vain thou count'ſt the fair Europa's Wrongs, 

Aad,her whom Fove deceiv'd in Golden Show'rs. 

Thou haſt ſl2pt never under Mirtles Shade, 

Oc if that Paſſion hath thy Soul oppreſt 

It is bur tor ſome Grecian Miſtriſs Dead, 

Of ſuch old Signs thou doſt diſcharge thy Breaſt; 

How can true Love with Fables hold a Place? 

Thou who with Fables doft ſet forth thy Love, 

Thy Love a pretty Fable needs muſt prove, 

Thou ſueſt for Grace, in Scorn more to diſgrace; 
I cannot think thou wert Charm'd by my Looks, 
O no, thou learn'dſt thy Love in Lovers Books, 


FR IL, 
Ne more with Candid Words infe& mine Ears, 

Tell me no more how that ye pine in Anguiſh 
When ſound ye fleep; No more lay that ye languiſh, 
No, more in ſweet Deſpite ſay you ſpend Tears, 


— 


5 


_ 
* 


— — 4 


— 2 


Who hath ſuch hollow Eyes as not to ſee; 
How thoſe that are Hair-brain'd boaſt of Apollo, 

And bold give out the Muſes do them follow, 

Though in Love's Library yet no Lover's be. 

If we poor Souls leaſt Favour but them ſhew, 

That ſtraight in Wanton Lines Abroad is blaz'd, 

Their Names do ſoar on our Fame's Overthrow, | 

Mark'd is our Lightneſs whilſt their Wits are Prais'dz 
In filent Thoughts who can no Secret Cover, 
He may, ſay we, but not well, be a Lover, 


3 III. 1 
E who with curious Numbers, ſweeteſt Art, 
Frame Deda Nets our Beauty to ſurprize, 
Telling ſtrange Caſtles builded in the Skies, 
And Tales of Cupid's Bow, and Cupid's Dart; 
Well, howſoever ye Act your fained Smart, 
Moleſting quiet Ears with Tragick Cries, 
When you accuſe our Chaſtity's beſt Part, 
Nam'd Cruelty, ye ſeem not halt too Wiſe, 
Yea, ye your elves it deem moſt worthy Praiſe z 
Beautie*s beſt Guard that Dragon which doth keep 
Heſperian Fruit, the Spur in you does raiſe 
That Delian Wit that otherways may Sleep. 
To Cruel Nymphs your Lines do Fame afford, 
Of many pitiful, not one poor Word, 


1 | IV. 
FF it be Love to wake out all the Night, 
And watchful Eyes drive out in dewy Moans; 

And when the Sun hrings tothe World his Light 
To walte the Day in Tears and bitter Groans, 
If it be Love to dim weak Reaſon's Beam 
With Clouds of ſtrange Deſiie, and make the Mind 
In hellith Agonies a Heay'n to Dream, 
Still ſeeking Comforts where but Griefs we find; 
If it be Love to ſtain with wanton Thought 
A ſpotleſs Chaſtity, and make it try | 
More furious Flames than his whoſ: Cun ing wrought 
T hat Brazen Bull where he intomo'd did fry, 

Then ſure is Love the Cauſer of ſuch woes, 

Be ye our Lovers, or our Mortal Foes, 


V. | 
A Nd would you then ſhake off Loves Golden Chain, 
With Which it is beſt Freedom to be bound? 
And Cruel, do vou ſeek ts heal rne Wound 
Of Lore, Which hath tuch ſweet aud pleaſant Pain? 
All that is ſubje& unto Nature's Reign 
In Skies above, or on this lower Round, 
When it is long and far ſought, End hath found, 
Doth 1n Decadence fall, and ſlack remain, 
Benold the Moon how gay her Face doth grow 
Till ſhe kiſs all the Sun, then doth decay 
See how the Seas tumultuouſly do flow 
Till they embrace lov'd Banks, then polt away: 
So is*t with Love, unlels you love me ſtill ; 
O do not think I'le yield unto your Will. 


$4 charming Sleep, Son of the Sable Night 
Brother to Death, in filent Darkneſs born, 
Deſtroy my Languiſh e*re the Day be Light, 

With dark forgetting of my Care's Return, 

And let the Day be longenough to mourn 

The Ship-wreck of my ill-adventured Youth g 
Let watry Eyes ſuthce to wail their Scorn 
Without the Troubles of the Night's Untruth; 
Ceaſe Dreams, fond Image of my fond Deſires, 
To model forth the Paſhons of to morrow z 

Let never riſing Sun approve your Tears 

To add more Grief to aggravate my Sorrow: 

Still let me Sleep, embracing Clouds in vain, 
And never wake to feel the Day's Diſdain. 


13. Compariſon of his Thoughts to Pearls. 
Ith open Shells in Seas, on Heavenly Dew, 

A ſhining Oyſter Juſciouſly doth feed, 
And then the Birth of that Etherial Seed 


Shews when conceiy*d, if Skies lock Dark or Blue: 


Ras 3 
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So do my Thoughts (Celeſtial Twins) of you, | f 3 is VII. oy 7 
At whoſe Aſpett they firſt begin and breed, | Shrill-ſoundingT rumpets, through the Air, 
When they came forth to light, demonſtrate true, ] Shall from dark Sepulchres each where 


If ye then ſmil'd, or lowr'd in mourning Weed: 4 Force wretchcd Mortal 5 
Pearls then axe Grient fram'd, and fair ie — | e M $ [0 appear 


If Heavens in their Conceptions do look clear: PO = oo 
ut if they thunder or do threat a Storm, | Nature and Death amaz'd remain 
, Wicy ſadly dark and cloudy do appear; To find their Dead ariſe again, | 
Right ſo my Thoughts, and ſomy Notes do change And Proceſs with their Judge maintain; 
Sweet if ye (mile, and hoarſe if ye look ſtrange. _ 
I 4. | £c angeth, Diſplay'd then open Books ſhall lye 
TY angry Winds not ay Which all thoſe Secret Crimes deſcry, . 
Do cuff the roaring Deep; | For which the Guilty World muſt Dye. 


And though Heavens often Weep, 


Yet do they fmile for Joy when comes Diſmay ; TIE X. 
Froſts do not ever Kill the Pleaſant Flow'rs, I The Judge enthron'd (whom Bribes not gain) 
And Love hath Sweets, when gone ate all the Sowts, | The cloſeſt Crimes appear ſhall plain, 
This ſaid a Shepherd loſing in his Arms And none unpuniſhed remain, 
His Dear, who bluſht to feel Loves new Alarms. xr 
15. Silenus to Ring Midas. O who then pity ſhall poor me! 


TY greateſt Gift that from their lofty Throties | Or who mine Advocate ſhall be? 
The All-governing Pow'rs to Man can give, When ſcarce the Juſteft paſs ſhall free: 


Is, that he never breath, or breathing once 
A Suckling end his Days, and leave folive, >  ” 
For then he neicher knows the Woe nor Joey All wholly Holy Dreadful King, 
Of Life, nor fears the Stygia» Lake's Annoy. ge, 2 to | Lone oo bring, 
; ercy ſave me, Mercy's Sprin 
16. To his Amorous Thought. , a * 
Weet wanton Thought, who art of Beauty born, | XIII. 
And who on Beauty feed'ſt, and ſweet Deſire, Then (ſweet Feſu) [call to mind 
Like Taper-flee (till circling, and ſtill turn How of Thy Pains I was the End, 
About that Flame; that all fo mack. admire. - 4 And E2your let. me that Day find. 
Tat heavenly Fair; which doth out+bluſh the Morn, | 
i hoſe uy Hands, thoſe Threads of Golden - Wire F 
Thou ſtill ſurroundeſt, yet dar'ſt not Aſpire 5 | In Search of me Thou full of Pain ; 
dure thou doſt well that Place not to come near. Did'ſt ſweat Blood, Death on Croſs ſuſtain; 
Nor ſee the Majeſty of that fait Court; Let not theſe Sufferings be in vain. 
For if thou ſaw'ſt what Wonders there Reſort, a 
The poor Intelligence tnat moves that Sphere VFC 
Like Souls aſcending to thoſe Joys above, Thou ſupream Judge, moſc Juſt and Wiſe, 
Back never wouldſc thou turn, nor thence remove. Purge me from Guilt which on me lies 
What can we hope tor more ? what more enjoy? Before that Day of thine Aſſize; 
Since faireſt Things thus ſooneſt have their End, SG 
on lieg BI tere Caen, | | Chirg'4 with Rente Co) here Igradn 
on all our Bliſs is Wit owe pt.3 rg'd with Remorſe (lo) here g 
Yet ſhe's not Dead, ſhe Lives where ſhe did Love, | 8 3 re. Dans 2 — take on; : 
Her Memory on Earth, ber Soul above. Ah! Spare me proit;4c-z- hr] _ 
PAY F AY XVII. 
17: A Tranſlutiou. Who Mary Magdalen didſt ſpare; — . 
I. And lend'ſt the Thief on Crois Thine Ear, 
H: filly Soul, what wilt thou ſay, | Shew me fair Hopes I ſhould not fear. 
When he whom * my ore obey rum 
| - f a þ | | . 
Comes Man to judge in the 47 My Prayers imperfe& are and weak, 
II. But worthy of Thy Grace them wake, 
When he a Reaſon asks why Grace | | And ſave me from Hell's Burning Lake, 
And Goodneſs thou yn not 42 OY x 
But ops of e On that Great Day, at Thy Right - haud 5 
III. | Grant I amongſt thy Sheep may ſtand, 3 
That Day of Terror, Vengeance, Ire, Seque ſtred from the Zoatiſh Band. 


Now to prevent thou ſhould'ſt deſire, 
And to thy God in Haſte retire, 


Wher. that the Reprobates are all 

I IV. : o everlaſting Flames made thrall, 
With wat'ry Eyes, and Sigh-ſwollen Heart, to Thy Choſen (Lord) me call; 
O beg, beg in his Lovea — 8 3 8 „ \ 
Whilit Conſcience with Remorſe do That I one of Thy Company; Wb 


With thoſe whom Thou doſt juſtify; 
May live bleſt in Eternity. 


; V. 
That dreaded Day of Wrath and Shame _ 
In Flames ſhall turn this World's huge Frame, 


As lacre@Froglets de. __” 8, A Tranſlation of Sr. John Scot's 8 
e 2 Verſes, begiuning, Quod vitæ ſectabor iter. 

O! with what Grief ſhall Earthlings gtoan | Ws OS . 1e! 
hen that great judge ſet on his Throne Wis courſe of life ſhould wretchedMortals take? 

— ſtrictiy every one. | In Books bard — 7 large contention makes 


| The Corn rhe greedy Rea pers cut not down 
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Tumultuous Seas affrightning Dangers yield, 
In foreign Lands thou never canſt be bleſt: 
If Rich, thou art in Fear; if Poor, Diſtreſt. 
In Wedlock frequent Diſcontentments ſwell z 
Unmarcied Perſons as in Deſerts dwell. ; | 


Care dwells in Houſes, Labour in the Field, : 


bo 


"POEMS. 


How many Troubles are with Children born ? 
vet be that wants them counts himſelf forlorn. 


{ Young Men are wanton, and of Wiſdom void: 


Gray-hairs are co unfit to be employ d. 
Who would not one of thoſe two Offers try, 
Not to be Born; or, being Born to Dye :? 


I. A Paſtoral Elegy on the Death of Sir 


William Alexander. 


N ſweeteſt Prime, and blooming of his Age» 

1 Dear Alcon raviſh'd from this Mortal Stage, 

The Shepherds mourn'd,as they him Low'd before; 

Among the Rout him Idmon did deplore. 
1dmon, who, whether Sun in Eaſt did riſe, 
Or dive in Weſt, pour'd Torrents from his Eyes 
Of liquid Chryſtal under Hawthorn ſhade, : 
At laſt to Trees and Rocks this Plaint he made. 
Alcon Delight of Heaven, Deſire of Earth, 
Off-ſpring of /7eus, and the Muſes Birth, 
The Graces Darling, Adon of our Plains, 
Flame of the faireſt Nymphs the Earth ſuſtains, 
What Power of thee hath us bereft? What Fate 
By thy untimely Fall would ruinate 
Our Hopes ? O Death! what treaſyr2 in one Hour _ 
Halt thou diipexcasr How doſt thou devour 
What we 0" £ arth hold deareſt ? All things good, 
Too env;yus Heavens, how blaſt ye in the Bud? 


Before th. Fields with golden Ears it crown 3 | 
Not doth the verdant Fruits the Gardner pull: 
But thou art cropt before thy Years were full. 
With thee (ſweci Youth) the Glorics of our Fields 
Vaniſh away, and what Contentments yields. 
The Lakes their Silver Look, the Woods their Shades, 
The Springs their Chryſtal want,their verdure Meads, 
The Years their early Seaſons, cheerful Days, 

Hills gloomy ſtand now deſolate of Rays: 


Their amocous Whiſpers Zephyres not us bring | © 
* ; 


Nor do Aire*s Quir! wt ob, Cx E 
The "a teh Apiriſters Jardens do deflour. 
Ah Deſtinies, and you whom Skies embow'r, 
To his fair Spoils his Sprit again yet give, 
And like another Pbænix make him live. ( Stems, 
The Herbs, though cut, ſprout fragrant from their 
And make with Crimſon bluſh our Anadems ; 
The Sun when in the Weſt he doth decline, 
Heaven's brighteſt Tapers at his Funerals ſhine 3 
His Face, when waſht in the Atlantick Seas, 
Revives; and chears the Welkin with new Rays: 
Why ſhoul:l not he, ſince of more pure a Frame 
Return to us again, and be the ſame ? 
But Wretch what wiſh 1? To the Winds I ſend 
Theſe Plaints and Prayers, Deſtinies cannot lend 
hes more of Time, nor Heavens conſent will thus, 
Thou leave their ſtarry World to dwell with us 
Vet {hall they not thee keep amidſt their Spheres 
Without thoſe Lamentations and Tears. 
Thou waſt all Vertue, Courteſy and Worth, 
And as Zun's Light is in the Moon ſer forth; 
World's iupream Excellence in thee did ſhines 
Noc, thoug" Eclipled now, ſhalt thou decline, | 
But in our Memories live, while Dolphins Streams 
Shall haunt, whilft Eagles ſtare on ian beams; 
Whilſt Swains upon their Chryſtal Tombs ſhall ling, 
Wilſt Violets with Purple paint the Spring, 
A gentler Shepherd Flocks did never feed 
On Albion Hills, nor ſung to oaten Reed: 
Whilſt what ſhe tound in Thee my Muſz would blaze, 
Grief doth diſtra@ Her, and cut ſhorc thy Praiſe, 
How oft have we, iaviron'd by the Throng 
Ot tedious Swains, the cooler Shades among, 


EPITAPHS. 


— 


. 


| Condemn'd Earths glow-worm Greatneſs, and the 
Of Fortune ſcorn'd, deeming it Diſgrace (chace 
To court Unconſtancy ? How oft have we iT 
Some Chloris name Graven in each Virgia-Tree, 

And finding Favours fading, the next Day 

What we had crav'd we did deface away? 

Wofeful Remembrance! Nur Time nor Place 

Of thy Abodement ſhadows any Trace. | 
But there to me thay ſhin ſt: Late glad Defires, - 
And ye once Roſes how are ye tura*d;Bryars ? 
Contentments paſſed, and of Pleaſures chief, 

Now are ye frighttul Horrours, Hells of Grief ? 

When from thy native Soil Loye bai Thee driven, 

(Thy ſafe Return prefigurating) à Heaven 

Of flattering Hopes did in my. Fancy nove, 

Then little dreaming it ſhould A toms proves 

T hele Groves preſerve will I, theſe loved Woods, - 
Theſe Orchargs, rich with Fruits, with Fiſh theſe 
My Alcon will Return, aud once again (Flood 


4 


| His choſen E xiles he will entertain; 


The populous City holds him, amongſt Harms 
Of ſome fierce Cyclops, Circe's tronger Charms, 
Theſe Banks (ſaid 1) he viſit will, and Streams, 
Theſe ſilent Shades ne're kit by conrting Beams. 
Far, far off I will meet him, and I ift 
Shall him approaching know, and firſt be bleſt 
With his Aſpect, I firſt ſhall hear his Voice, 
Him find the ſame he parted, and rejoyce 
Tolcara his paid Perils, kaow the Sports 87 
Of foreiga Shepherds, Fawns,, and Fairy-Courta. 
No Plea ure to the Riat4-; av 4:6rpY State | 
ess E0Joy, ſecure from what they hate 
Free of proud Cares they innocently ſpend _ 
The Day, nor do black Thoughts their Eaſe offendz 
Wiſe Nature's Darlings they live in the World, 
Perplexing not themſelves how it is hurl'd, 
Theſe Hillocks Phebus loves, Ceres theſe Plains, 
Theſe Shades the Sylvans, and here Pales ſtraius 
Milk in the Palesz the Maids which haunt tbe Springs 
Dance on theſe Paſtures, here Amyntas Sings; 
Heſperian Gardens, Tempe*s Shades are here, 
Or what the Eaſtern Inde and Weſt hold Dear. 
Come then, dear Youth, the Wood- Nymphs twine thee 
With Roſe and Lilly, to impale thy Brous. (Boughs 
Thus ignorant, I mus'd, not conſcious yet 
Of what by Death was done, and ruthleſs Fate: 
Amidſt theſe Trances Fame thy Loſs doth ſound, 
And through my Ears gives to my Heart a Wound; 
With ſtretch'd out Arms I ſought thee to Embrace, 
But clasp'd (Amaz'd) a Coffin in thy Place. 
A Coffin! of our Joys which had the Truſt, 
Which told that thou wert come but chang'd to Duft ; 
Scarce, even when felt, could I believe this Wrack, 
Nor that thy Time and Glory Heavens would Break. 
Now ſince I cannot ſee my Alcon's Face, | 
And find noc Vows, nor Prayers to have place 
With guilty Stars, this Mountain ſhall become 
To me a ſacred Altar, anda Tomb 
To fam ous Alcon : here as Days, Months, Years - 
Do circling glide, I ſacrifice will Tears: 
Here ſpend my remnant Time, exil'd from Mirth, 
Till Death at laſt turn Monarch of my Earth, 
Shepherds on Forth, and you by Doven Rocks, 


_— 


; Which ule to ſiing and ſport, and krep your Flocks. 


-- 
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Pay Tribute here of Tears, ye never had 
To aggravate your Moans a Cauſe more ſad ; 
And to their Sorrows hither bring your Mands, 
_—_ _ 3 role 
(Fair Nymphs) the Bluſhing Zyacinth and 
Spred on the Place his Relicks do encloſe, oe 
Weave Garlinds to his Memory, and put 
Over his Hearſe a Verſe in Cypreſs Cut: 
Vertue did dye, Goodneſs but Harm did give, 
After as noble Alcon ceas'd to Live, 
Friendſhip an Earthquake ſuffer d; loſing Him. 
«Love's brighteſt Conſtellation — tl. > 
_ Hymn. 
82 of Mankind, Man Emanuel, 
Who ſinleſs died for Sin, who vanquiſbt Hell, 


Light to our Darkneſs, in whoſe Death we Live, 
0 ſtrengthen Thou my Faith, correct my Will, 

That mine may Thine obey; Prote® me ſtil, 

So that the latter Death may not devour 

My Soul ſeaPd with Thy Seal; ſo is the Hour 
When Thou whoſe Body ſanttify'd Thy Tomb 

¶ Vnjuſtly j udg*d) a glorious Fudge ſhalt come 
To judge the World with Fuſtice ; by thas Sigh 
I may be known and entertain d for Thine, 


II. An Epitaph of one named Margaret, 
N Shells and Gold Pearls are not kept alone, 
A Margaret here lies beneath a Stone; 
A Margaret that did excel in Worth 
All thoſe rich Gems the Indies hoth ſend forth. 
Who had ſheliv*d when Good was lov'd of Men, 
Had made the Graces Four, the Muſes Ten, 
And forc'd thoſe happy Times her Days that claim'd 
From her to be the Age of Pearl ſtill nam'd; 
She was the richeſt Jewel of her Kind, 
Grac'd with more Luſtre than ſhe left behi n d, 
All Goodneſs, Vertue, Bounty, and could chear 
The ſaddeſt Minds, now Nature knowing here 
How Things but ſhown, then hidden are lov'd belt, 
This Margaret fhrin'd ia this Marble Cheſt, 


Or Aramanths nor Roſes do bequeath | 
Unto this Hearſe, but Tamarisks and Wine, 


Which made him ſo carrouſe while he drew Breath. 


IV. Aretinus Eprraph. 
CE TEre Arctine lies, bitter Gall, 
Who whilſt he liv'd ſpoke evil of all, 
Only of God the Arrant Sot 
Nought ſaid, but that he knew him not. 


V. Verſes on the late William Ear! 
of Pembroke. 


= 0s 
Heidoubtful Fears of Change ſo fright my Mind, 
Though raiſed in the higheſt Joy in Love, 
As in this ſlippery State more Grief I find, 
Than they who never ſuch a Bliſs did prove; 
But fed with lingring Hopes of future Gain, 
Dream not what tis to doubt a Loſer's Pain. 


4 II. 
Defire a ſafer Harbour is than Feaf, 
And not to riſe leſs Danger than to fall z 
The want of Jewels we tar better bear, 
Than ſo poſſeſt at once to loſe them all: 
Unſatified Hopes Time may repair, 
When ruin'd Faith mult finiſh in Deſpair. 


Nt. 
Alas! Ye look but up the Hill on me, 
' Which ſhews to you a fair and ſmooth Aſcent, 
The Precipice behind ye cannot ſee, - - 
On which high Fortunes are too pronely bent: 


and With pure Hands; 


\ 


tw. 4 


The Firſt-fruits of the Grave, whoſe Life did give | 


—— +. 


INKES Thirſt, though dead, yet doth him pine, 


| Then in himſelf ſuch Store of Worth doth 
That he deſerves to hold ſo good a Place; 


— 
_ 


If there Iſlip, what former Joy or Bliſs 
Can heal the Bruiſe of ſuch a Fall as this? 


VI. A Reply. 
ht | I. 
Ho Love enjoys, and placed hath his M ind 
Where fairer Vertues faireſt — — grace, 
nd, 


For chilling Fears how can he be ſer forth, 
Whoſe fears condemn his own, doubts'others Worth? 


| IT. 

Deſire, as Flames of Zeal, Fear, Horrours meets; 

They riſe who fall of falling never prov'd. 

Who is ſo dainty fatiate with Sweets 

To murmur when the Banket is remoy'd ? 
The ſaireſt Hopes Time in the Bud deſtro 
When ſweet are Memories of ruin'd Joys, 


| | III. 
It is no Hill but Heaven where you remain 
And whom Deſert advanced hath ſo high 
To reach the Guerdon of his burning Pain; 
Muſt not repine to fall, and falling dye, 
His Hopes are crown'd, what Years of tedious breath 
Can them compare with ſuch a happy Death ? 


VII. Upon John Earl of Lauderdale's 


Death, 


5 I. 
F thoſe rare Worthies, who adorn'd onr North 
And ſhin'd like Conſtellations, Thou alone 
Remained ſt laſt (great Maitland) charg'd with Worth; 
Second in Vertue's Theatre to none- 


18, 
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But find ing all Eccentrick in our Times, 


Religion into Superſtition turn'd, 

Juſtice ſilenc4d, exiled, or inurn'd ; 

Truth, Faith, and Charity reputed Crimes; 
The Young-Man deſtinare by Sword to fall, 

And Trophies of their Countries Spoils to rear; 


| Strange Laws the Ag'd, and Prudent toapal, 


And forc'd ſad Yokes of Tyranny to bear. 
And for nor great, nor virtuous Minds a Room,; 
Diſdaining Life, thou ſhrgud'ſt in thee thy Tomb, 


* 
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Hen Miſdevotion every where ſhall take place; 
And lofty Orators in thundring Ternis 


Shall move you (People) to ariſe in Arms, 


And Churches hallow'd Policy deface ; 
When you ſhall but one general Sepulchre 
(As Averroes did one general Soul) 


On high, on low, on good, on bad confer, 


And your dull Predeceſſors Rites controulz 
Ah ſpare this Monument, great Gueſts it keeps, 
Three grave Juſticiars, whom true Worth did raiſe, 
The Muſes Darlings, whoſe Loſs Phebus weeps : 
Beſc Mens Delight, the Glory of their Days, 
More we would ſay but fear, and ſtand in Awe 
To turn Idolaters, and break your Law. 


| III. 

O not repine (bleſt Soul) that humble Wits 

Do make thy Worth the Matter of their Verſe ; 

No high-ſcrain'd Muſe our Times and Sorrows fits: 
And we do Sigh, not Sing, to crown thy Hearſe. 
The'wiſeſt Prince, ere manag'd Britain's State 
Did not dildain in Numbers clear and brave, 
The Vertues of thy Sire to celebrate, 
And fix a rich Memorial on his Grave. 
Thou didſt deſerve no leſs; and here in Jet, 
Gold, Touch, Braſs, Prophyry, or Parian Stone, 
That by a Prince%s Hand no Lines are ſe: 
For thee ; the Cauſe is now this Land hath none. 


Such Gyant Moods our Parity fortu brings, 
We all will aothing be, or all be Kings. 


M VIII. Ts 


My 


— 


2 „%% „ 


„ n 
wwe. 


James, Xing of Great Britain. 


Et Holy David, Solomon the Wiſe, 
That King, whoſe breaſt Ægeria did inflame ; 
Auguſius, Helen's Son, great in all Eyes, 
Do Homage low to Thy Mauſolean Frame, 
And bow before Thy Laurels Anadem. 
Set all thoſe Sacred Swains, which to the Skies 
By never-dying Lays have rais d their Name, 
Prom North to South, wbere Sun dath ſet and riſe, 
eligion Orphan'd, waileth o're T by Urn, 
Juſtice weeps out her Eyes, now tculy Blind, 
To Niobe's the remnant Vertues turn: 
Fame, but to blaze Thy Glories, Rays behind 
I'th* World, which late was galden by thy Breath, 
Is Iron turn'd, and harrid by Thy Death. 


IX. On the Death of a young Lady. 


And clos'd ſo ſoon within a Coffin fad, 
Did paſs like Lightning, like to Thunder burn; 
So little Life, ſo much of Worth it had! ö 
Heavens but to ſhew their Might here made it ſhine, 
nd when admir'd, then in the World's Diſdain 
(O Tears, O Grief,) did call it back again, 
Left Earth ſhould vaunt She kept what was Divine. 
hat can we hope for more? what more enjoy? 
ith faireſt Things thus ſooneſt have their End; 
And, as on Bodies Shadows do attend, 
Sith an our Bliſs is follow'd with Annoy ? 
She ig not Dead, ſhe lives where ſbe did loye, 
Her Memory on Earth, her Soul aboye. - 


State, 
Ond Wight, who dream'ſt of Gręatgeß, Glory, 
And Worlds of Pleaſure, Honours doſt deyile, 
Awake, learn how that here thou art not great, 
Nor glorious, by this Monument turn wiſe, 


One it enſhrineth, ſprung of ancient Stem, 
And if that Blood Nobility can make, 

From which ſome Kings have not diſdain'd to take 
Their proud Deſcent, a rare and matchleſs Gem. 


A Beauty here it holds, alas, too faſt, 

Than which no Blooming Roſe was more refin'd, 
Nor Marning' Bluſh more zadiant ever ſhin'd, 
Ah! too too like to Morn and Roſe at laft, 


It holds her who in Wit's Aſcendant far | 
Did Years and Sex tranſcend, To whom the Heayen 


More Vertue than to all this Age had given, 
For Vertue Meteor turn'd, when ſhe a Star. 


Fair Mirth, ſweet Converſation, Modeſty, 
And what thoſe Kings of Numbers did conceive 


By Muſes Nine, and Graces more than Three, 
Lye ctos'd within the Compals of this Grave. 


Thus Death all Earthly Glories doth confound, 
Lo! how much Worth a little Duft doth bound. 


Ar from theſe Banks exiled be all Joys, 
Contentments, Pleaſures, Mulick (Care's Relief) 


Tears,Sighs,Plaints, Horrors, Frightments, ſad Annoyes 
Inveſt theſe Mountains, fill all Hearts with Grief. 


Here Nightingales and Turtles vent your Moans 3 
Amphbryſ.an Shepherd here come feed thy Flock, 
And read thy Hyacinth amidſt our Groans, 
Plaine,Eccho, thy Narciſſus from our Rocks. 


Loſt have our Meads their Beauty, Hills their Gems 
Our Brooks their Chryſtal, Groves their pleaſant ſhade 
The faireſt Flow'r of all our Anadems © 
Death cropped hath, the Lesbia chaſt is dead. 


VIII. To the Obſeguies of the bleſſed Prince, | 


His Beauty which pale Death in Duſt did turn, 
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Unparallel'd in Friendſhip, World's Delight, Foc 


Thus ſigh'd the Tyne, then ſhrunk beneath his Urn, 
And Meads, Brooks, Rivers, Hills about did Moura. 


He Flower of Virgius in her Prime of Years 
By rythleſs Deſtinies is ta'ne away, 
And rap'd from Earth, poor Earth, before this Day, 
Which ne're was rightly nam'd a Vale of Tears. 


Beauty to Heaven is fled, ſweet Modeſty 

No more Ap8earys ne whoſe harmonious Sounds 

Did ravilh Senſe, and charm Mind's deepeft Wounds, 
Embalm'd with many a Tear now low doth lye. 


Fair Hopes now yaniſh'd are; ſhe ſhonld have grac'd 
A Prince's Marriage-Bed 5 but (lg!) in Heaven 
Bleſt Paramours to her were to be given 


| She lived an Angel, now is with them plac'd. 


Vertue is but a Name exatily tri fs 
Interpreting what ſhe was in Ef 1 

A Shadow from ber Frame which did reflect, 
A Pourtrait by hex Excellencies limn d. 


Thou whom ier thor Chance hath bither brought, 
And read'ſt; here lies a Branch of Maitland's Stem, 
And Seton's Off- Ipring: know that either Name 
Deſigns all Worth, yet reacht by humane Thought. 


Tombs (elſ{e-yhere) ule Life to their Gueſts to give 
Theſe Aſhes cag frail Monumentsmake live. 


X. e on the ſame Subject. 
Ike to the Garden's Eye, the Flower of Flowers 
With purple Lomp that dazle doth the ight; 
c as among the leſſer Gems of Night, 
The IIſher of the Pagers the Hours ; 
Sweet Mai thou ſhinedft on this Wards Qurs, 


Of au Perfe&iqns having trac'd the Height, 


Thine outward Frame was fajr, fair inyard Powe 

A te ez ad an ncenſe Light. — 
ence the egamour'a Heaven, 2s too too 

On Earth's NE bay Soyl lon * eln 

Tranſlated to their Fie ds ſo rare a Bud, 

Where from thy Sun no Cloud 1970 now can hide. 

rth moan'd her Loſs, and wiſh the had the grace 

Not to have known, or known thee longer Space. 


Ard Lawsvofr Mortal Life! (Conſent, 
1 To which mage © heal we come, without, 
Like Tapers lighted to be early ſpent, 


Our Griefs are always rife, 


When Joys but halting march, and ſwiftly fl 
Like Sladoss iu e Eye: A, and ſyifcly fly 


The Shadow doth not yield unto the Sun, 

But Joys and Lite do waſte even when begun, 

XI; On the Death of a Nobleman in Scot- 
land, 6aried at Aithen. 


Alben, thy Pearly Coronet let fall, 
Clad in ſad Robes upon thy Temples ſet, 


The Weeping Cypreſs, or the Sable Jet. 


Mourn this thy Nurſling't Loſs, a Loſs which all 
Apollo's Quire bemoans, which many Years 
Cannot repair, nor Influence ot Spheres. 


Ah! when ſhalt thou find Shepherd like to him, 
Who made thy Banks more famoys by his Worth, 
Then all thoſe Gems thy Rocks and Streams ſend forth. 


His Splendor others Glow-worm Light did dim, 
Sprung of an ancient and a vertuous Race, 
He Vertue more than many did embrace. 


He fram'd to Mildneſs thy Half. barbarous Swains, 
The Good-man's Refuge, of the Bad the Fright 
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For Hoſpitality along thy Plains 
Far- fam d, a P:tron, and a Pattern fair, 
Of Piety, the Muſes chief Repair. 


Mos dehonaire in Covrteſy ſupream, | 

Loy*d of Fhe Mean, and honour'd by the Great, 
Ne're daſht by Fortune, nor caſt down by Fate, 
To preſent, and to after Times a Theme. 
Aitben, thy Tears pour on this Silent Grave, 
And drop them in thy Alabaſter Cave, 

And N1obe's [magery become; OF 
And when thou haſt diftilled here a Tomb, 
Enchace in it thy Pearls, and let it bear, 
Aitben's beſt Gem and Honour ſhrin'd lies here. 


Ry 
FW. Regiſter of Time 
Write in thy Scrowl, that ! 
Of Wiſdom Lover, and Sweet Poeſy, 
Was cropped in my Prime; * 
And rip la Wortk, though green in Years, did dye- 


Uſtice, Truth, P Nui italit 
ice, Truth, Peace, and Hoſpitality, 
J Eciendibip an Tore, being reloly'd to dye 
n theſe lewd Times, have choſen here to have 
With juſt brys Pious ,* - - + their Graye 3 
Them cheriſh'd he ſo much, ſo much did grace, 
That they on Earth would chooſe none other Place. 
—. ſtopt thy Breath 
Parts, 


XIV. 
W d Glory of theſ 
carts, 


HenDeathto deck by 
RR Ef I . al 
All with moiſt Eyes migh: lay, add ruthfu 
That things immortal valal'd were ig Death, - 


What good in Parts on many ſhar d we lee 

From Nature, gracious Heaven, or Fortune flow, 
To make a Mafter-piece of worth below, 

Heaven, Nature, Fortune gave in groſꝭ to Thee. 


In Honour, Found rich, in Valour, Wit, 
In Courteſy, born of an ancient Race, _ . 
With Bays in War, with Olites crawa'd in Peace, 
Natch'd great, with Of-ſpring tar great Actions fit. 


No Ruſt of Times, nor Change, th Wa Warp aud | 
u, 7) della! 


« 


With times to change,when T 
In this new Age G © Pate) thou fixed ay 0 
Of the firſt WG Id an all fubRantial Man. 


As erſt this Kingdom given was to thy Syre, 
The Prince his Daughter truſted to thy Care, 
And well the Credit of a Gem ſo rare | 
Thy Loyalty and Merit did require. 


Years cannot wrong thy Worth that now appears 
By others ſet as Diamonds among Pearls, 

A Queen's dear Foſter, Father ro three Earls, 
Enough on Earth to triumph are o're Years. 


Life a Sea-Voyage is, Death is the Haven, 

And fraught with Honour there thou haft arriv'd, 
Which Thouſands ſeeking have on Rocks been driven, 
That Good adorns thy Grave which ih thee liv'd ; 


For a frail Life which here thou didſt enjoy, 
Thou now a laſting haſt freed of Annoy. 


XV. 
Ituin the Cloſure of this narrow Grave 
Lye all thoſe Graces a Good-wife could have: 
But on this Marble they ſhall not be Kead, 
For then the Living envy would the Dead, 


XVI. | 
TY Daughter of a King of Princely Patts, 

In Beauty eminent, in Virtues chief, 
Load - flar of Love, and Load - tone of all Hearts, 
Her Friends and Husband's only Joy, now Grief: 
Is here pent up within a Marble Frame, 


The Sport and Spoil of Ignorance j bat far 
| More ail the Frames af Touch and Matble are, 


nt, I n els 
494 e 1p the Cures above the Poles. 
| F ou waſt fair Vertue's Temple, they did dwell, 


And limn thy Vertues; but dull Grief thy Praiſe 


Whoſe Parallel no Times, no Climates claim. 


J 


XVII. 


V Erſcs frail Records ate tokeep a Name, 
Oc raiſe from Duſt Men to a Life of Fame, 


With Envy, Avarice, Time e're long confound, 
Or Miſ-devotion equals with the Ground. 
Vertue alone doth laft, frees Man from Death, 
And, though deſpis'd and ſcorned here beneath, 
Stands grav'n in A Diamantine Rolls, 


nd liv'd ador'd in thee, nought did excel 
But what thou either didſt poſſeſs or love, 
The Graces Darling, and the Maids of Fove, _ 
Courtea by Fame for Bounties which the Heaven 
Gave thee in great, which if in Parcels given 
To many, ſuch we happy ſure might call, ©6504 
How happy then waft thou who enjoytdſt them all? 
A whiter Soul ne*re Body did inyett, 
And now (ſequeſtred) cannot be but bleſt, 
Inrob'd in Glory, *midf thoſe Hi'rarchies 
Of that immortal People of the Skies 1 
Bright Saints and Angels, thete from Cares made free 
Nought doth hecloud' thy ſovereign Good trom Thee. 
Thou ſmil'ſt at Earth's Confifions and ars 
And how for Centaures Children we wage Wars: N 
Like Honey-Flees whoſe Rage whole Swarmz confumes 
Till Dutt thrown on them makes them vail their 
Thy Friends to thee a Meuument would raiſe,) Plumes. 


Breaks in the Entrance, and our Task proves vain, 
Wat Duty writes, :bat Woe blots ont again; 
Vet Love a Pyramid of Si 


s thee rears, 


XVIII. 
| I. | 
Hough Marble Porphyry,ard mourning Touch; 
May praile theſe Spoils, yet can they not tos 
For Beauty laſt, and this Stone doth cloſe, (muck 
Once Earth's Delight, Heaven's Care, a pureft Roſe; 
And (Reader) ſhouid'ft thou but let fall a Tear | 
Upon it, other Flow'rs ſhall here Appear, 
Sad Violets and Hyacinths which grow 


Wich Marks of Grief, a publick Lo to ſhow: 


II. 
Relenting Eye, which deigneſt to this Stone 
To lend a Look, behold, here laid in one, 
The Living, and the Dead interr d, for dead 
The Turtle in its Mate is; and he Hed n 
From Earth, her choos'd this place of Gti | 
To bound Thoughts, a (mall and ſad Relic, 
He is this Monument, for hers no Art 
Could frame, a Pyramid rais'd of his Heart. 


III. 
Inſtead of Epitaphs and airy Praiſe 
This Monument a Lady chaſt did raiſe 
To her Lord's living Fame, and after Death 
Her Body doth unto this Place bequeath, 
To reſt with his, till God's ſhril Trumpet found, 
Though time ber Life, no time her Love could bound 


XIX. To Sir William Alexander. 
Tough I have Twice been at the doors of Death, ' 
And Twice found ſhut thoſe Gates which ever 
This but a Lightning is, Truce ta'en to Breath, (mouril 
For late born Sorrows augur fleet Return. 


Amidft thy ſacred Cares, and Courtly Toils, 

Alexis, when thou ſhalt hear wandring Fame 

Tell, Death hath triumph'd o're my mortal Spoils, 

And that on Earth I am but a ſad Name; 

If thou e' te held me dear, by all our Love, 

By all that Bliſs thoſe Joys Heaven here us gave, 

I conjure thee, and by the Maids of Fove, _ 

To grave this ſhort Remembrance on my Grave. 
Here Damon lies, Whoſe _ r grace | 

Arm'ring E es Shade the place. [| 
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POLEMO-MIDDINIA 


Inter Vitarvam & Nebernam. 


YMPHE, quæ colitis highiſſima monta Fife, 
Seu vos Pitrenwems tenent, ſeu Crelia crofta, 
Sive Anſtræa domus,ubi nat Haddocus in undis, 
Codlineuſque ingens, Ubi Fleucca & Sketia 

Sr: -."-: 1-- 

Per coſtam, & ſcopulis Lobſter monifootus in udis 

Creepat, & in mediis ludit Whzrenius undis ; 

Et vos Skipper ii, ſoliti qui per mare breddum 

Valde procul lanchare ie jterumque redire, 

Linquite skellatas botas, ippaſque picatas, 

Whiftlanteique ſimul fechtam memorate bloodæam, 

Fechtam ter ribilem, quam marvellaverat omnis 

Banda Deum, quoque B Fiaghacum Cockcif.clearum 

Maia ubi Stccpitedagatqy abi Solgoonfeta Baſſa 

Swellant iu peſago, cum So! bootatus Ede num 

Poſtabat radiis madidis & ſnaurꝰ atris, 


Quo viſo ad ſechtz noiſay: cecidere volucres, 
Ad terram, cecidere grurs. pliſh plaſpque dederc 
Solgooſe in peirgo prope littora Bruntiliana Is 
Sea-ſutor obſt upuit, ſamMmque am. ine ſaxi 
Scartavit prælunre caput, wingalque fla pavit. 
Quodque magis, alte volitans Heronius ipſe 
Ingeminans lig cla mediis ſhita vit in undis. 
amque a principio Storiam tellabimus omnem, 

Muckrelium ingentem turbam Vitarva per agros 
Nebernæ marchare fecit, & dixit ad illos, 
& Ite hodie armati greppis, dryvate caballos 
« Neberne per crolta, atque iplas ante feneſtras. 
Quod ſi forte ipſa Neberna venerit extra, 
Warrantabo omnes, & yos bene defendebo. 

Hic aderant Geordy Akinbedius, & little Fobnus, 
Et Famy Ricbæm, & ſtout Michel Henderſonus, 
Qui jolly tryppas ante alios danſare ſolebat, 
Et bobbare bene, & latſa; kifaic bonæas; 
Duncan Olypbantus, valde ſtalvartus, & <jus 
Filius eldeſtus jolyboyus, atque oldmoudus, 
Qui pleugham longo gaddo dryvare ſolebat; 
Et A Gib nn * Oliver Hutcbin, 

a | Aken 

Et ploucky-fac'd Waty Strang, atque in kneed Alcknda 
Et Willy Dick heavy-arſius homo, pigerrimus omnium, 
Qui tulit in pileo magnum rubrumque favorem, 
Valde lethus pugnare, ſed hunc Corngrevius heros 
Noutheadum vocavit, atque illum forcit ad arma. 
Inſuper hic aderant Tom, Iaylor, & Hen, Waiſonus, 
Et Tomy Gilcbriſtus, & fool Focky Robinſonus 
Andrew Alſhenderus, & Famy Tomſonus, & unus 
Norland bornus homo, valde valde Anticovenanter, 
Nomine Gordonus, valde blackmoudus, & alter 
Deil ſtick it ignoro nomen) ſlavry beardius homo 
Qui pottas dightavit, & aſſas jecerat extra. ; 

Denique pre reliquis Geordeum affatur, & inquit, 
Geor4i mi formane, inter ſtoutiſſimus omnes, 
Huc ades & crook ſaddelos, hemmaſque, creileſque, 
Brechemmelquc {mul omnes bindaco jumentis; 

Amblentemque meum naggum, fattumque mariti 
Curſorem, & reliquos trottantes ſumito averos, 
In cartis yokkato omnes, extrahito muckam 
Crofta per & riggas, atque iplas ante teneſtras 
Ne bernæ, & aliquid tin ipſa contra loquatur, 
In ſydis tu pone manus, & dicito fari jade. 

Nec mora, formannus cunctos flankavit averos, 
Workmannoſque ad workam omnes vocavit, & illi 


| Extemplo cartas bene fillavere jigantes ; _ 
Whiſtlavere viri, workhorfoſque ordine ſwieros 
Drivavere foras, donec iterumque iterumque 
Fartavere omnes, & ſic turba horrida muſtrat, 
Haud aliter quam fi cum multi: Spinola troupis 
Proudus ad 0/tendam marchaſſet fort iter urbem. 
Interea ante alios Dux Piper Laius beros 
Præcedens, magnamque gerens cum burdine pypam 
Incipit Harlai cunctis ſonare hatellum. . 
Tun Neberna furens yettam ipfa egreſſa, videnſque 
Muck-cartas tranſire viam, valde angria facta 
Non tulit affrontam tantam, verum, agmine facto, 


— 


Convocat extemplo Barowmannos atque Ladæos, 

lackmaunumque, Hiremannos, Pleugbdriuſters atque 
| (Pleug bmannos - 

Tumlanteſqz fimul reekoſo ex kitchine boyos, 


Hunc qui dirtiferas terſit cum diſhciouty diſhas, 


Hduc qui gruelias ſcivit bene lickere plettas, 

Et ſaltpannifumos, & widebricatos fiſheros, 
Hellæoſque etiam ſalteros duxit ab antris, 
Coalheughos nigri girnantes more Divelli, 
Lifeguardamque ſibi ſ@vas vocat improba laſſas, 
Maggeem magis doctam milkare cowæas, 

Et doctum ſweepare flooras, & ſterne re beddas, | 
Quzque novit ſpinnare, & longas ducere i.areedas z 
Nanſæam, claves bene que keepaverat omnes, | 
Yellantemque Elpey, longo bardamque Anapellam; 
Fartantemque fimul Gyllam; gliedamque Kateam 
Egregie indutam- blacko caput ſooty ciouio; 
Mammzamque ſimul vetulam, quæ iciverat apte - 
Infantum teneras blande oſcularier arſas; N 
Quæque lanam cardare ſolet greaſy fing r ia Betty, 

rum deum hungræos ventres Neberna gruclis 

Fariir, & guttas rawiuinulbus implct arnaris, 

Fulica newbarme ingentem dedit omnibus ha uſtum, 
Staggravere omnes, grandeſque ad ſydera riftas 
Barmifumi attollunt, & fie ad prælia marchant. 

Nec 190: a marchavit foras longo ordine turma, 

lpia prior Ne ber ua ſuis ſtout facta ribaldis. 
Ruſtæum manibus geſtans furibunda gulæum: 
Tandem Muckreilios vocat ad pell-mellia flaidos. 

© lte, ait, uglæi Fellows, fi quis modo poſthac 

&© Muckifer has noſtras tentet croflare feneſtras, 
uro quod ego ejus longum extrahabo thrapellum, 


— 


Et totam rivabo faciem, luggaſque gulæo hoc 
« Excapite cuttabo ferox, totumque videbo 
fHeartbloodum fluere in terram. Sic verba finivit. 
Obſtupit Vitarva diu dirtfl iida, ſed inde 
Couragium accipiens, Muckreilos ordine cunctos 
Middini in medio ſaciem tarnare cosgit. 

O qualem primo fleuram guſtaſſes in ipſo 
Battelli onſetto! Pugnat Muckreillius heros 
Fortiter, & Muckam per poſteriora cadentem 


In creilibus ſhoolare ardet. Sic dirta volavit. 


O quale hoc hurly huriy fuit, 11 forte vidiſſes 
Pypautes arſas, & flavo ſanguine breeckas 4 
Dripantes, hominumque heartas ad prælia faintas! 

O qualis firy fary tuit, namque alteri nemo 
Ne vel footbredd um yerdæ yieidare volebat, 

Stout erat ambo quidem, valdeque hardhvarta caterva! 
Tum vero e medio Muckdryvſter proſilit unus 
-Gallantzus homo, & greppam minatur in ipſam 
Nebernam, (quoniam miſere ſcaldaverat omnes) 
Dirtavitque totam peticotam gut ture thicko, 


Pearlineaſque ejus skir tas, filkamque gownæam, 
Voalquineamque 
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Vaſquineamque rubram muckſherda begariavlt. 


Et tunc ille fuit valde faintheartus, & ivit (fundum. 
Valde procul, metuens ſhottam woundumque pro- 
Sed nec valde procul fuerat revengia in illum ; -- 
Extemplo Gila ferox invaſit, & ejus 

In faciem girnavit atrox, & tigrida facta 
Boublentem grippans berdam, fic dixit ad ilſhim : 
Vade domum, filthze nequam, aut te interficiabo. 
Tunccum gerculeo magnum fecit Gilly whippum, 
Ingentemque manu ſherdam levavit, & omnem 
Gallantzi hominis gaſhbeardam beſmeariavitz 
Sume tibi hoc, inquit, ineeſing valde operativum, 
Pro premio, Swingere, tuo, tum denique fleido + + 
Ingentem Gilly wampbra dedit, valida mque nevellam, 
Ingeminatque iterum, donec bis fecerit ignem 
Ambobus tugere ex oculisz fic Gila triumphat. 
Obſtupuit bombaizdus homo; backumque repente 
Turnavit veluti naſus bloodaſſet; & % . 
Ter quater exclamat, & d quam ſœdæ neezavit! 
Disjuniumque omne evomuit valde hungt ius homo, 
Lauſavitque ſupra atque infra, miſerabile viſu, 


f 
„ 


Et luggas necko imponens, fic cueurit abſens; iv 
Non audens girapare iterum, nennwotſa tuliſſet. | 


n 


* 
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Hæc Neberna videns yellavit turpia verba, 
Et fy, ty! exclamat, prope nunc victoria loſta eſt. 


Nec mora, terribilem fillavit dira canonem, 


. || Elatifque hippis magno cum murmure fartam 


Barytonam emiſit, velu;i Monſm:gga cracaſſet. 
Tum vero quackarunt hoſtes, flightamque repents 


Sum pſerunt, retroſpexit Fat ennut, & ipſe 


Sheepheadas metuit ſonitumque ictum que buleti. 
Quod ſi King Spanins, Philippus — ſeptem 


. | Hiſce conſimiles habuiſſet forte canones 


Batterare Sluiſſam, $1uiſſam dingaſſet in aſſam. 

Aut ſi tot magnus Ludovicus forte ded iſſet 
Ingentes fartas ad mcenja Montalbana, | 

Ipſam continuo townam dingaſſet in yerdam, 

Exit Corngrevius, wracco omnia tendere videns, 

Confiliumquemenm ſi non accipitis, inquit, 
Pulcnras icartabo ficies, & vos worriabo: | 
Sed needlo per feuſtram broddatus, inque privatas 
Partes ftobbatus, greitans lookanſque grivate, 
Barlafumle elamat, & dixit, O Deus! 0 God ! 
Quid multis? Sic fraya fuit, ſic guiſa peradta eſt, 
na nec interea ſpillata eſt droppa cruoris. 


— 9 
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E PI GR AM S. 


I; 
HE Scottiſh Kirk the Engliſh Chirrcb do Name; 
The Engliſh Church the Scots a Kirk do call 
Kirk, and not Church, Church and not Kirk, O 
Vour Nappa turn in Cbi, or periſh all. (Shame. 
Aſſemblies meet, poſt Biſhops to the Court, 
If theſe Two Nations fight, tis Strangers Sport. 


2. 
Gainſt the King, Sir, now why would ye fight 
Forfooth, becauſe he dubb'd me not a Knight? 
And ye (my Lords,) why arm ye *gainſt King Charles ? 
Becauſe of Lords he would not make us Earls, 
Earls, why do ye lead forth theſe Warlik Bands? 
Becauſe we wil! not quit the Church's Lands. 
Moſt Holy Church-men, what is your Intent? 
The King our Stipends largely did augment. 
Commons to Tumult thus, why are You driven ? 
Prieſts us perſuade it is the Way to Heaven. 
Are theſe juſt Cauſe of War, (good People,) grant; 
Hoe! Plunder! Thou ne're Swore our Covenant. 


Wy 


Give me a Thouſand Cov'nants, I'le ſubſcrive _ 
Them all, and more; if more ye can coatrive, | 
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Of Rage and Malice; and let every one 

Black Treaſon bear, not bare Rebellion. 2 
I'le not be mockt, hiſs*d, plunder'd, baniſh'd hence 
For more Years ſtanding tor a .. ;. Prince. 

His Caſtles all are taken, and his Crown, 

His Sword, and Scepter, Enſigus of Renown, 
With that Lieutenant, Fame did ſo extol, 

And Captives carried to the Capital, 

Ifle not die Martyr for a mortal Thing, 

*Tis enough to be Confeſſor for a Kings 

Will this you give Contentment, Honeſt-men ? 
I've written Rebels; Pox upon the Pen. 


HE King a Negative Voice moſt juſtly hat, 
Since the Krk hath found out a Negative Faith, 


* 


The Crowd did murmur he might tor it (mart : 
His Voice again being heard, was no ſuch Thing, 
For that which was miſtaken was a Fart. 


. 
1 Parliament one Voted for the King, 


N arts 5. Blod 
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5. 
Old Scots, at Barnnockburn ye kill'd your King, 
Then did in Parliament approve the Fact; 
And would ye Charles to ſuch a non · plus bring 
To authorize Rebellion by an Act. 
Well, what ye crave, who knows but granted may be? 
But it he dot, Cauſe ſwadle him for a Baby. 


6. 
_ A Reph. 


Wadl'd is the Baby, and almoſt Two Years | 
(His ſwadling Time) did neither cry nor ftir, 
But ſtar*d, ſmiÞd, did lye ſtill, void of all Fears, 
And ſleep'd, tho* barked at by every Cur, 
Yea had not wak'd, if Leſly that hoarſe Nurſe 
Had not him hardly rockt, old Wives him curſe. 


7. 
TH E King, nor Band, nor Hoft had him to follow 
Of all his Subjects; they were given to thee, 
Leſly. Who is the greateſt ? By Apollo, 
The Emperor thou, ſome P alſegrave ſcarce ſeems he. 
Could*ſt thou pull Lords as we do Biſhops down, 
Small diftance were between thee and a Crown; 


8. 


Hen lately Pym deſcended into Hell, 
E're he the Cups of Letbe did carouſe, 
What Place that was, he called loud to tell, 
To whom, a Devil; This is the Lower. Houſe, 


9. 
The Status of Alcides. 


Lora upon a time 
Naked Alcides Statue did behold, 

And with Delight admir'd each amorous Limb, 
Oaly one Fault ſhe ſaid could be of't told. 
For by right Simmetry 
The Crafts- Man had him wrong*d, | 
To ſuch tall Joynts a taller · Club belong'd: 
The Club hang by his Thigh, 
To which the Statuary did reply, 
Fair Nymph, in ancient Days your... by far 
Were not ſo hugely raft as now they are. 


10. 
Reat Lyes they tell, preach our Church cannot err, 
Leſs Lies, who ſay the King's not Head of her; 

Great Lyes, who cry we may ſhed others Blood, 
Leſs Lyes, who ſwear dumb Biſhops are not good; 
Great Hes they vent, ſay we for Ged do fight; 
Leſs Lyes who gueſs the King does nothing right; 
Great Lyes and leſs Hes all our Aims deſcry. 
To Pulpits ſome, to Camp the reft apply. 


II. 


A Speech at the Kjng's Entry into the Town 
of Linlithgow, pronounced by Mr. James 


Wiſeman Schoot-Maſter there, incloſed 


in a Plaiſter made in the Figare of a Hon. 


Hrice Royal Sir, here I doyou beſeech, 
Whoart a Lyon, to hear a Lyon's Specch.) 

A Miracle; for, ſince the Days of ſop, 
No Lyon till thoſe rimes his Voice dar'd raiſe up 
To ſuch a Majeſty: Then King of Men 
The King ot Beafts ſpeaks to thee from his Den; 
Who, tho he now incloſed be in Plaiſter, 
Wheu he was free was Lithgow's wiſe School-maſter. 


12. 
Country Maid Amazone like did ride, 
1 \ To fit more ſure with Leg on either Side; 


Her Mother who her ſpy'd aid, that ere lo 

She ſhould juſt Penance ſuffer for that Wicag ; 

For when time ſhould on her more Years beftow, 
That Horſes Hair between her Thighs would grow. 
Scarce Winter twice was come (as was her told} 
When ſhe found all to Frizle there with Gold, 

Which firſt made her afraid, then turn'd her Sick, 
And forc'd her keep her Bed almoft a Week. 

At laft her Mother calls, who ſcarce for Laughter 


Could hear the pleaſant Story of her Daughter, 


But that this Frenzy ſhould no more her vex 


| She {wore thus bearded were their weaker Sex; 


Which when deny'd, think not (ſaid ſhe) I ſcorn, 
Behold the place (poor Fool) where thou was bern. 
The Girl that ſeeing cry*'d, now void of Pain, 

Ah Mother, you haye ridden on the Main. 


5 + "ua 
Od's Iudgments ſeldom uſe to ceaſe, unleſs 
The Sins which them procur'd Men do confeſs; 
Our Cries are Baal's Prieits, Our Faſting vain, 
Our Pray'rs not heard, nor anſwer'd us again, 
Till Perjury, Wrong, Rebellion be confeft, 
Think not on Peace, nor to be ſteed of Peſt. 


E I HE King gives yearly to his Senate Gold, 


Who can deny but juſtice then is ſold ! 


> Ss 
- Rixus lyes, a Novice in the Laws, 
Who plains he came to Hell without a Cauſe, 


PHYLLIS, 
On the Death of her Sparrow, 


AN if ye ask, my Friends, why this ſalt Shower 
My blubber'd Eyes upon this Paper pour ? 
Gone is my Sparrow, he whom Ldid train, 

And turn*d ſo toward, by a Cat is lain; 

No more with trembling yo ſhall he attend 
His watchful Miſtreſs. Would my Life could end; 
No more ſhall I him hear chirp pretty Lays, 

Have I not Cauſe to loath my tedious days ? 

A Dedalus he was to catch a Fly, 

Nor Wrath, nor Rancor Men in him could ſpy, { 
To touch or wrong his Tail, if any dar'd 

He pinch'd their Fingers, and againſt them war d. 
Then might that Creft be ſeen ſhake up and down 
Which fixed was unto his little Crown. 

Like Hector's, Troy's ſtrong Bulwark, when in Ire 
He rag'd to ſet the Grecian Fleet on Fire. 

But (ah, alas!) a Cat this Prey eſpies, 

Then with a 5g ary thus our Joys ſurpriſe. ,- 
Undoubtedly this Bird was kill'd by Treaſon, 

Or otherways had of that Fiend had Reaſon. 
Thus was Achilles by weak Paris ſlain, 

And ſtout Camilla fell by Aruns vain. 
So that falſe Horſe, which Pallas rais d *gainft Troy, 
King Priame and that City did deftroy. 

Thou now whoſe Heart is big with this frail Glory, 
Shalt not live long to tell thy Honour's Story. 

If any Knowledge reſteth after Death | 
In Ghofts of Birds, when they hare left to breath, 
My Darling's Ghoſt ſhall know in lower Place, 
The Vengeance falling on the Cattiſh Race. 

For never Cat nor Catling I ſhall find, 

But mew ſhall they in Pluro's Palace blind. 

Ye who with gawdy Wings and Bodies light _ 
Do dint the Air, turn hitherwards your Flight. 
To my Sad Tears comply theſe Notes of yours, 
Unto his Idol bring an Harv'ft of Flowers; 

Let him accept from us, as moſt divine 


Sabaan Incenſe, Milk, Food, ſweeteſt Wine; _ 
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And on a Stone let us theſe Words engrave, 
Pilgrim, the body of 4 Sparrow brave, 

In à fierce gluttonous Cass Womb clog'd remains, 
Whoſe Ghoſt now gracetb the Elyſian Plains. 


DIVINE POEMS, 
1. Peter, after the Denial of his Maſter. 


IKE to the ſolitary Pelican 

The ſhady Groves L haunt, and Deſerts wild, 
Amongf Wood's Burgeſſes, from Sight of Man, 
From Earth's Delight, from mine own ſelf exil'd, 
But that Remorſe which with my Fall began, 
Relenteth not, nor is by Change turn'd mild, 
But rents my Soul, and like a famiſh'd Child 
Renews its Cryes, though Nurſe does what ſhe can. 
Look how the skrieking Bird that courts the Night 
In ruin'd Wall doth Lurk, and gloomy Place, 
Of Sun, of Moon, of Stars I ſhun the Light, 
Not knowing where to flay, what to embrace: 
How to Heaven's Lights ſhould I lift theſe of mine, 
Sith I denyed Him, who made them ſhine, 


2. On the Virgin Mary 


= H E woful Mary midſt blubber'd Band 
Of weeping Virgins, near unto the Tree 
Where God Death ſuffer'd, Man from death to free, 
Like to a plaintful Nightingale did ſtand, 
Which ſees her Younglings reſt before her Eyes, 
And hath nought elſe to guardithem ſave her Cryes; 
Love thither had her brought, and Misbelief 
Of theſe ſad News, which charg'd her Mind to Fears, 
But now her Eyes more wretched then her Tears, 
Bear witneſs (ah, too true,) of feared Grief; 
Her Doubts made certain, did her Hopes deſtroy, 
Abandoning her Soul to black Annoy. 
Long fixing down-caft-Eyes on Earth at laſt 
She longing them did raile, (O torturing Sight !) 
To.view what they did ſhun, their ſole Delight 
Embru*d in his own Blood, and naked Plac't, 
To ſinful Eyes, naked ſave that black Vail 
Which Heaven him ſhrouded with, that did bewail. 
It was not Pity, Pain, Grief did pofleſs 
The Mother, but an Agony more ſtrange, 
Cheek's Roſes in pale Lillies ſtraight did change; 
Her Sp'rits (as it the bled his Blood) turn'd leſs, 
When ſhe him ſaw, Wo did all Words deny, 
And Grief her only ſuffer'd figh, O my 
Q my dear Lord and Son! Then ſhe began, 
Immortal Birth, tho* of a Mortal born, 
Eternal Bounty which doth Heaven adorn, 
Without a Mother, God; a Father, Man: 
Ah, what haft thou deſerv'd, what haft thou done ! 
Thus to be treat? Woe's me, my Son, my Son! 
Who bruis*'d thy Face, the Glory of this All, 
Who Eyes engor'd, Load - Stars to Paradiſe, 
Who, as thou were a trimmed Sacrifice, 
Did with that cruel Crown thy Brows impale ? 
Who rais*d Thee, whora ſo oft the Angels ſerv'd, 
Between thoſe Thieves ho that foul Death deſerv d? 
Was it for this Thou bed waſt in my Womb? 
Mine Arms a Cradle ſery*d Thee to Repoſe? 
My Milk Thee fed, as Morning-dew the Role? 
Did I Thee kee till this ſad Time ſhould come, 
That wret hed Men ſhould nail Thee to a Tree, 
And Ia Vyitneſs of Thy Pangs muſt be? 
It is not lng, the Way's beftrow'd with Flowers, 
With S/ outs to ecchoing Heavens and Mountains roll'd, 
Since, as in Triumph, 1 Thee did behold = 
L. Royal Pomp approach proud Sion's Towers: 


| 


Lo, what a Change! Who did Thee then embrace, 
Now at Thee ſhake their Heads, inconftant Race. 
Eternal Father, from whoſe piercing Eye 
Hid nought is found, that in this All is formꝰd, 
Diegn to Vouchſafe v Look unto this Round, 
This Round, the Stage of a ſad Tragedy : 
Look but if Thy dear Pledge thou hear canſt know 
On an unhappy Tree, a ſhameful ſhow. 
Ah! Look if this be He, Almighty King, 
Before Heavens ſpangled were with Stars of Gold, 
Efre World a Center had it to uphold, 
Whom from Eternity Thou forth didft bring. 
With Virtue, Form and Light, who did adorn 
Skies radiant Globes, ſee where he hangs a Scorn; 
Did all my Prayers tend to this? Is this 
The Promiſe that celeftial Herauld made 
At Nazareth, when full of Joy he ſaid, 
I bappy was, and from Thee did me bleſs; 
How am I bleft ? No, moft unhappy I, 
Of all the Mothers underacath the Sky. 
How true and of choiſe Oracles the Choice | 
Was that bleft Hebrew ? whoſe dear Eyes in Peace 


Mild Death did cloſe, e're they ſaw this 1 — 
When he fore - ſpake with more than Angel's Voice; 


The Son ſhon id (Malice ſign,) be ſet a- part | 
Then, that a Sword ſhould pierce the Mothers Heart. 
But whither doſt thou go, Life of my Soul? 
O ſtay a little till Idye with Thee; 
And do live Thee languiſhing to ſee ? 5 
And cannot Grief frail Laws of Life controul ? 
It Grief prove weak, come cruel Squadrons kill 
The Mother, ſpare the Son, He knows no Ill: 
He knows ao Ill, thoſe Pangs baſe Men are due 
To me and all the World, ſave Him alone 
But now He doth not hear my bitter Muaa x 
Too late I Cry, too late I Plaints renew; | 
Pale are his Lips, down doth his Head decline, 
Dim turn thoſe Nes once wont ſo bright to ſhine; 
The Heavens which in their Manſions conftant move; 
T hat they may not ſeem guilty of this Crime, 
Benighted have the golden Eye of Time; | 
Ungrateful Earth, can'ſt thou ſuch Shame approve, 
And ſeem unmay*d this done upon thy Face. 
Earth trembled then, and She did hold her Peace; 


3. Amn. 


IM. whom the Earth, the Sea and Sky 
Worſhip, adore and magniſy ; | 

And doth this threefold Engine fteer, 

Mary's pure Cloſet now doth bear. 


Whom Sun and Moon, and Creatures all, 
Serving at Times, obey his Call; 
Pouring from Heaven his Sacred Grace, 
I*ch* Virsin's Bowels hath ta*nc Place. 
Mother moſt bleſt by ſuch a Dower, 
Whoſe Maker, Lord of higheft Power 
Who this wide World in Hand contains, 
In thy Womb's Ark himſelf reftrains, . 


Bleſt by a Meſſage from Heaven brought; 


Fertile with Holy Ghoft full fraught ; 
Of Nations the deſired King, 


Within thy Sacred Womb doth ſpring, 


Lord may Thy Glory ſtill endute, | Ro 
Who born waſt of a Virgin pure; * 
The Father's and the Sp'rit's of Love 


Which endleſs Worlds may not re mov. 
4: An Evening Hymn. 


Before the joyful Light deſcend, 


| That Thou with wcnted Mercy great 


Us, as our Keeper would deſend, 


Let idle Dreams be far away; 

And vain Illuſions of the Night, 
Repreſs our Foe, leaft that he may 
Our Bodies to foul Luft incite. 
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AKER of all, we Thee intreat, "5 
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Let this, O Fatker, granted be, 


Through our dear Saviour's boundleſs Merit, 


Who doth for ever Live with Thee, 
Together with the holy Spirit. 


5. Complaintof the ibl:ſſed Virgin. 
H E Mothec ftood with Grief confounded, 


Near the Croſs; her Tears abounded 

W hile her dear Son hanged was, 
Through whoſe Soul, ber Sighs forth venting, 
Sadly mourning and lamenting, 

Sharpeſt Points of Swords did paſs; 
O how ſad and how diſtreſſ'd, 
Was the Mother ever - bleſſu, 

Who God's only Son — ah 
She in Grief and Woes did languiſh, 
Quaking to behold what Anguiſh, 

To her noble Son was wrought: 


6. Hymn upon the Nativity, 


Hriſt, whoſe Redemption all doth free, 
Son of the Father, who alone 
Before the World began to be, 
Didk ſpring from Him by Means unknown. 


Thou his clear Brightneſs, Thou his Light, 
Thou everlaſting Hope of all, 

Obſerve the Prayers which in Thy Sight 
Thy Servants through the World let fall. 


O deareft Saviour bear in Mind 
That of our Body Thou a Child 
Didft whilom take the natural Kind, 
Born of the Virgin undefil'd. 


This much the preſent Day makes known, 
Paſhng the Circuit of the Year, 
T hat thou from thy high Father's Throne 


The World's ſole Safety didit appear. 


The higheft Heaven, the Earth and Seas, 
And all that is within them found, 
Becauſe he ſent Thee us to eaſe 

With mirthful Songs his Praiſe reſound. 


We alſo who redeemed are 

With Thy pure Blood from ſinful State, 

For this thy Birth- Day will prepare 

New Hymns this Feaſt io celebrate. 
Glory, O Lord, be given to Thee 
Whom the unſpotted Virgin bore, 
And Glory to Thee, Father, be, 
And th' holy Ghoſt for ever more. 


7. Hymn upon the Innocents. 
H you ſweet Babes that are the Flowers, 


Whom (when you Life begin to taſte,) 
The Enemy of Chriſt devours, 
As 'Whirlwinds down the Roles caft- 


Firſt Sacrifice to Chrift you went, 

Of offer'd Lambs a tender Sort; 
With Palms and Crowns you Innocent 
Betore the ſacred Altar ſport, 


8. Dedication of a Charch; 


Eruſalem, that place Divine, 
| The Viſion of ſweet Peace is nam'd, 
In Heaven her glorious Turrets ſhine, 
Her Walls of living Stones are fram'd, 
While Angels guard her on each Side, 
Fit Company for ſuch a Bride, 
She deckt in new Attire from Heaven, 
Her Wedding-Chamber now deſcends, 
Prepar'd in Marriage to be given 
To Chriſt, on whom her Joy depends. 
Her Walls wherewith ſhe is inclos'd, 
Aud Streets are of pure Gold compos'd. 
The Gates adorn'd with Pearls moſt bright 
The Way to hidden Glory ſhow, 
And thither by the bleſſed Might 
Of Faith in Jeſus's Merits go. 


All theſe who are on Earth diſtreſt 
Becauſe they have Chriſt's Name profeft, 
Theſe Stones the Work-men dreſs arid beat, 
Before they throughly Poliſht are, 
Then each is in his proper Seat 
Eftabliſht by the Builder's Care. 
In this fair Frame to ftand for ever, 
So joyn*d that them no Force can ſever, 


To God who fits in higheſt Scat, 
Glory and Power given be, 
To Farher, Son, and Paraclete, 
Who reign in equal Dignity ; 
Whoſe boundleſs Power we (till adore, 
And ſing their Praife for ever-more, 


9. Hhma. 


ES VU, our Prayers with Mildneſs hear, 

Who art the Crown which Virgins decks, 
Whom a pure Maid did breed and bear, 
The ſole Example of her Sex. 


Thou feeding there where Lillics ſpring, 
While round about the Virgins dance, 
Thy Spouſe doſt to Glory bring, 

And them with higa Rewards advance, 


The Virgins follow in thy Ways 
Whitherſoever thou doſt go, | 
They trace thy Steps with Songs of Praiſe, 
And in ſweet Hymns thy Glory ſhow. 


Cauſe thy protecting Grace we pray 

In all our Senſes to abound, 

Keeping from them all harms which may 
Our Souls with foul Corruption wound. 


Praiſe, Honour, Strength, and Glory great 
To God, the Father, and the Son, bh 7 
And to the boly Paraclete, 


While Time laſts, and when Time is done. 


10. Mn. 


Bier Creator of the Stars, 
Eternal Light of faithful Eyes, 
Chriſt, whoſe Redemption none debars, 
Do not our humble Prayers deſpiſe. 


Who for the ſtate of Mankind gilcv d, 
That it by Death deſtroy*d ſhould be, 
Haſt the diſeaſed World reliey'd, 
And given the Guilty Remedy. 


When th' Evening of the World drew near, 
Thou as a Bridegroom deign'ſt to come 

Out of thy Wedding-Chamber dear, 

Thy Virgin Mother's pureic Womb. 


To the ſtrong Force of whofe high Reign 
All Knees are baw*d with Geſture low, 
Creatures which Heaven or Earth contain, 
With Rey*rence their Subjection ſhow. 


O holy Lord, we thee defire, 

Whom we expect to judge all Faults, 
Preſerve us as the Times require, 
From our deceitful Foes Aſſaults. 


Praiſe, Honour, Strength, and Glory great, 

To God, the Father, and the Son, 
And to the holy Paraclete, | 
* Whilſt Time laſts, and when Time is done, 


11. Hymn for Sunday. 
Bleſt Creator of the Light, - 
Who bringing forth the Light of Days 
With the firſt Work of Splendor bright, 
The World didſt to Beginning raiſe, 


Who Morn with Evening joyn'd 11 ond 
Commandedſt ſhould be call'd the Day: 
The foul Confuſion now 1s gone, 


O hear us when with Tears we Pray; 


Leſt that the Mind with Fears full fraught, 
Should loſe beſt Life's Eternal Gains, | 
While it hath no Immortal Thought, 
But is inwrapt in, ſinful Chains. 


O may it beat the inmoſt Sky, «ths | 1 14:87 


And the Reward of Lite poſſeſs z 

May we from hurtful Actions fly, 

And purge away all Wickedneſs. | 
Dear Father, grant what we intreat, 
And only Son who like Power haft, 
Together with the Paraclete, 

. Reigning whilſt Times and Ages laſt, 


12. Hymn for Monday. 


Reat maker of the Heavens wide, | 
FF Who leaft Things mixt ſhould att confound 
The Floods and Waters didft divide, 
And didft appoint the Heavens their bound. 


Ordering where heayenly Things ſhall ſtay, 
Where Streams ſhall run on earthly Soyl, 

That Waters may the Flames allay, _ 
Leaft they the Globe of Earth ſhould ſpoil. 


Sweet Lord into our Minds infuſe 

The Gift of everlaſting Grace, 

That no old Faults which we did uſe 
May with new Frauds our Sous deface, 


May our true Faith obtais the Light, 
And fuch clear Beams our Hearts poſſeſs, 
That it vain Things may baniſh quite, 
And that no Falſhood it oppreſs. 

Dear Father grant what we intreat, Cc. 


13, Hymn for Tueſday. 
Reat Ma ker of Man's carthly Realm, 


Who didft the Ground from Waters take, 


W hich did the troubled Land o'cewhelm, 
And it unmoveable didſt make, 


That there young Plants might fitly ſpring, 
W hile it with golden Flowers attir*d 

Might forth ripe Fruit in Plenty bring, 
And yield ſweet Fruit by all defir'd, 


With fragrant Greenneſs of thy Grace 
Our blaſted Souls of Wounds releaſe, 
That tears foul Sins away may chaſe, 
And in the Mind bad Motions ceaſe ; 


May it obey thy heavenly Voice, 

And never drawing near to lll, 

T' abound in Goodneſs may rejoyce, 

And may no mortal Sin fulfil, 
Dear Father, V2». 


14. Hymn for Wedneſday. 


Holy God of heavenly Frame, 
Who mak*ſt the Pole's high Center bright, 
And paintſt the ſame with ſhining Flames, 
Ad orning it with beauteous Light ; 


Who framing on the fourth of Days 
The fiery Chariot of the Sun 
Appoint'ſt the Moon her changing Ras, 
And Orbs in which the Planets run. 


That Thou might*ſc by a certain bound 
»Twixt Night and Day Diviſion make; 
And that fome ſure Sign might be found 
To ſhew when Months Beginning take. 


Men's Hearts with lightſome Splendor bleſs, 
Wipe from their minds polluting ſpots, 
Diſſolve the Bond of Guiltineſs, 
Throw down the Heaps of ſinful Blots. 

Dear Father, Vc. 


15. Hymn for Thurſday. I 


God, whoſe Forces far extend, 
Who Creatures which from Waters ſpring 
Back to the Flood doſt partly ſend, 
And upto th* Air doſt partly bring. 

Some in the Waters deeply div'd, 

Some playing in che Heavens above, 

That Natuzes from one Stock deriv'd 

May thus to ſeveral Dwellings move: 


DHA That none be lifted bigh with Pride, 


» 
1 


And 


Upon thy Servants Grace beſtow, 
W hoſe Souls thy bloody Waters clear, 


I |; That they no ſinful Falls may know, 


Nor heavy Grief of Death may bear; 
That Sin no Soul oppreſt may thrall, _ 
That Minds caſt downward do not fall, 
Nor raiſed up may backward ſlide. 
Dear Father, . ( 


| O D, from Woſe Work Mankind did f 9b | | 
G Who all in Rule doſt only keep. | | pring, 


| Bidding the dry Land torth co bring 


| All kind of Beaſts which on it creep . 
| Who haſt made ſubject to Man's Hand 


Great Bodies of eaca mighty Thing, 
That taking Life trum thy Cotamand, 
They might in Order ſerve their King, 
From us thy Servants (Lord) expel 
Theſe Errors which Uncleanneſs reeds, 
Which either in our Manners dell. 
Or mix themſelves among our Deeds. 
Give the Rewards of joytul Life | 
The plenteous Gifts of Grace encreaſe 3 
Diſſolve the cruel Bonds of Strite; 
Knit faſt the happy League of Peace, 


Dear Father, Uc. 
17. Hymn for Saturday. 


Trinity, O bleſſed Light, 
Unity, moſt principal; 


Ihe fiery Sun now leaves Cur Sight, 


Cauſe in our Hearts thy Beams co fall: 
Let us with Songs of Praiſe divine 
Ac Morn and Evening LI hee implore, 
And let our Glory bos do Thiae, 
Thee gior.ſy tor eVer-More, ., 
To God the Father Glory great 4 * * 
| And Glory 10 bis only Son, . > | GIA 
And io the koly Paraclete,, 
Both now and ſtill while Apes run, 


tA eons 
Upon, the Sundays, in Lent. 
18, HX M N. 
Merciful Creator, hear 
Our Prayers to Thee devoutly bent, 


Wnich we pour forth with many a Tear 
In this molt holy Faſt of Lent, 


Thou mildeſt Searcher of each Heart, 
Who know'ſt the weakneſs of our Strength; 
Tow forgiving Grace impart, _ 
Since we return to Thee at leagth. 
Much have we ſinned to our Shame, 
But 2 us who our Sins confeſs; 
ot the Glory of thy Name 
To our ſick Souls afford Redreſs. 


Grant that the Fleſh may be ſo pin'd 
By Means of outward Abſtinence, - 
As that the ſober watchful Mind 
May faſt from Spots of all Offence, 


Grant this, O bleſſed Trinity 
Pure Unity to this incline, 

That the Effects of Faſts may be 
A grateful Recompence for Thine. 


4 ' 


19. On the Aſcenſion Day: 


O Feſu, who our Souls Joſt —_—_ 
' # On whom our Love and Hopes depend, 
God from whom all Things Being have, 


Man when the World dre to an end- WADE. 
| " ©" What 


16. Hymn for Friday. 


— — — 
8 8 
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"POEMS 


What Clemency Thee vanquiſht ſo, 

Upon Thee our foul Crimes to take, 

And cruel Death to undergo, * 100 
That Thou from Death us free might make. 


Let thine own Goodneſs to The bend, 
That thou our Sins may*ſt put to Flight; 

Spare us, and as our Wiſhes tend, of 

G ſatisfy us with Thy Sight ; 1 6 | 
Mayſt Thou our joyfui Pleaſures be. 
Who ſhall be our expected Gain, 

And let our Glory yo in Thee 

While any Ages ſhall remain. 


20. Hymn for Whitſunday. 


Reator, Holy Ghoſt deſcend , 4 Yo 
Viſit our Minds with thy bright Flame, 
And thy celeſtial Grace extend 
To fill the Hearts which Thou didſt frame: 


Who Paraclete are ſaid to be, 

Gift which the higheft God beſtows, 
Fonntain of Life, Fire, Charity, . 
Oyntment whence Ghoſtly Bleſſings flows, 


Thy ſeven-fold Grace Thou down doſt (eng, 
Of God's right Hand Thou finger art, 
Thou by the Father promiſed 3 a 
Unto our Mouths doſt Speech impart, 


In our dull Senſes kindle Light; 
Infuſe thy Love into our Hearts, 
Reforming with 7 Light 
Th' Infirmities of fleſhly Parts. 


Far from our Dwelling drive our Foe, 
And quickly Peace unto us bring, 
Be thou our Guide, before to go, 
That we may ſhun each hurtful Thing. 
Be pleaſcd to inſtrutt our Mind, 

To know the Father and the Son, 

The Spirit who them both doſt bind, 

Let us believe while Ages run. 


To God the Father Glory great, 
And to the Son who from the dead 
Aroſe, and to the Parachere, 
Beyond all Time imagined, 


C4 


21. On the Transfiguration of our Lord, 
the Sixth of Auguſt ; 4 Hymn. 


L L you that ſeek Chriſt, let your Sight 
A Up to the Height directed be, 

For there you may the Sign molt bright 

Of everlaſting Glory ſee. 


A radiant Light we there behold, 

Endleſs, unbounded, lofty, high: 

Than Heaven or that rude Heap more old, 
Wherein the World confus'd did lye. 


The Gentiles this great Prince embrace z 
The Jews obey this King's Command, 
Promis'd to Abrabam and his race 
A Bleſſing while rhe World ſhall ſtand. 


By Mouths of Prophets free from Lyes, 
Who ſeal the Witnels which they bear, 
His Father bidding teftifies 
That we ſhould Him believe and hear; 
Glory, O Lord, be given to Thee, 
Who haſt appear'd upon this Day; 
And glory to the Father be, 
And to the Holy Ghoſt for ay. 


22. On the Feaſt of St. Michael the 


Arch- Angel. 


O Thee, O Chriſt, Thy Father's Light, 
Life, Vertue, which our Heart inſpires, 
In Preſence of thine Angels bright, 
We ſing with Voice and with Deſires ; 
Our ſelves we mutually invite, 
To Melody with anſwering Quires. 


. 
” 
— 


o 
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_- 
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With Reverence we theſc Souldiers praiſe, 
Who near the heavenly Throne abide, 
And chiefly him hom God doth raiſe, 


His ſtrong Celeftial Holt to guide; 


'S ; 


Michael who by his Power diſmays, 


And beateth down the Devils pride, 


IA Elegy upon tie ctorious Ring of Swe- 


den, Guſtavus Adolphus. 


IKE a cold fatal Sweat which uſhers Death 
L el don, 7-2 on me, and by labouring breath 
Stopt up with Sighs, my Fancy big with Woes 1 
Feels two Twin Mountains trug gie in her Throws, / 
Ot boundleſs Sorrow, th' one, th other of Sin 

For leſs let no Man call it, to DESI -. 
Where Honour ends in great Guft avy's Flame, 

That ſt burat out and waſted to a Name, 
Does barely live with us, and when the Stuff 
Which fed it fails, the Taper turns to Snuff ; 


With this poor Sneff, this airy Shaddow, we 
Ot Fame and Honou: myſt contented be, 


Since from the vain Graſp of our - Wiſhes fled 
Their glorious Subicances, sow he is dead. 
Speak it again, and lowder, lowgder yet, ; 
Elſe whilft we hear the ſound we Mall forget 
What it delivers, let hoarſe Rumour cry 
| Till ſhe ſo many Ecchoes multiply, 

That may like numerous Witneſſes confute 
{ Our unbelieving Souls that would diſpute 
And doubt this Truth for ever, this one Way 
| Is left our Incredulity to ſway 
{ T' awakenour deat Senſe, and make our Ears 
| As open, and dilated as our Tcars. 

That we may feel the Blow, and feeling grieve 
At what we would not fain, but muſt believe, 
And in that horrid Faith behold the World 
From her proud Height of expe&ation hurl'd ; 
Stooping with him, as if ſhe ſtrove to have 
No lower Center now, than Sweden's Grave. 

O could not all the purchaſt Victor ies 

Like to thy Fame thy Fleſh immortalize? 

Were not thy Vertue, nor thy Valour charms 
To guard thy Body from thoſe outward Harms 
Which could not reach thy Soul? Could not thy Spirit 
Lend ſomewhat which thy Frailty could inherit, 
From thy diviner Part that Death nor Heat 
Not Envy's Bullets e're could penetrate? 

Could not thy carly Trophies in ſtern Fight 
Turn from the Pole, the Dane, the Muſcovite ? 
Which were thy Triumphs, Seeds as Pledges ſown, 
That when thy Honour%s Harveſt was ripe grown 
With full plum'd Wing thou Faulkon-like could fly, 
And cuff the Eagle in the German Sky, 

Forcing his Iron-beak, and Feathers feel 
They were not Proof gainſt thy victorious Steel. 
Could not all theſe protect thee, or prevail, 

To fright that coward Death, who oft grew pale 
To look theeand thy Battles in the Face ? 

Alas they could not, Deſtiny gives Place 

To none. Nor is it ſeen that Princes Lives 

Can ſaved be by their Prerogatives ; 

No more was thine z who, clos'd in thy cold Lead, 
| Doſt from thy felf a mournſul Lecture read 

Of Man's ſhort dated Glory. Learn you Kings, 
Lou are like him but penetrable Things, 

Though you from Demi. Gods derive your Birth, 
You are at beſt but honourable Earth. 

| And howe're ſifted from that courſer Bran 

Which doth compound and knead the common Man; 
Nothing Immortal, or from Barth refin'd 
Aboyt you, but your Othce and your Mind. 

Hear then, break your talſe Glaſſes which preſent 
You greater than your Maker ever meant. : 

Make Truth your Mirror now, ſince you find all 
Thar flatter you, confuted by his Fall. 

Yet ſince it was decreed thy Life's bright Sun 
Mult be Eclipſ d e're thy full Courſe was run, 
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Be proud thou didſt in thy black Obſequies 
With greater Glory ſet than others riſe. © + —- 
For in thy Death, as(Life, thou holdeſt one 
Moſt juſt and regular Proportion. 


Look how the Circles drawn by Compaſs mage + 4% 


Indiviſibly, joyned Head to Feet; | 
And by continued Points which them unite - 

Grow at once circular, and infinite. 
So did thy Fate and Honour both contend wr 
To match thy brave Beginning with thine End 
Therefore thou hadſt inftead of paſſing Bell — 4 
The Drums, and Canons, thunder for thy Knells; 
And in the Field thou didſt triumphing dye, «OL 
Cloſing thy Eye-lids with a Viftory, | 
That ſo by Thouſands that there loft their Breath; 
 King-like, thou might'ſt be waited on in Death, 


Liv'd Plutarch now, and would of Ceſar: teln 


He could make none but thee his Parallel, 

Whoſe Tide of Glory ſwelling to the Brim 

Needs borrow no Addition from him; 

When did great Fulius in any Clime 

Atchieve ſo much, and in ſo ſhort a Time ? 

Or if he did, yet ſhalt thou in thac Land 

Single for him, and unexampled ftand, 

When over the Germans firit his Eagle towrd, 
What ſaw the Legions which on them he pour'd, 
But maſſy Bodies made their Swords to try 
Subjects, not for his Fight, but Slavery, 

In that ſo vaſt expanded Piece of Ground 
(Now Sweden's Theatre and Scorn,) he found 
Nothing worth Ceſar*s Valour, or his Fear, 

No conqu' ring Army, nor a 7:1ly there, D tag 
Whoſe Strength nor Wiles, nor Practice in the War 
Might the fierce Torten ef his Triumphs bar 

But that thy winged Sword twice made him yield, 
Both from his Trenches beat, and trom the Field, 
Beſides, the Roman thought he had done much 

Did he the Banks of Rhenus only touch, | 

But tho“ his March was bounded by tne Rhine, 

Not Oder nor the Danube thee confine. 

And but thy Frailty did thy Fame prevent, | 
Thou hadſt thy Conqueſt ſtretcht to ſuch Extent 
Thou might*ſ Vienna reach, and after Spain; 

From Mulda to the Baltic Ocean, | + Als 

But Death hath ſpan'd thee, nor muſt we divine 

What here thou had ſt to finiſh thy Deſign 5; 

Or who (hall thee ſucceed as Champion 

For Liberty, and for Religion. | 

Thy Task is done, as in a Watch the Spring, 

Wound to the Height relaxes wick the String» - 

So thy Steel-Nerves of Conquett trom their tteep. 
Aſcent declin'd, lye flackt in thy laft Sleep. 

Reſt then triumphant Soul, for ever reſt, 

And like the Phenix in her ſpicy Neſt a 
Embalm'd with thine own Merit upward fly, 

Born in a Cloud of Perfume to the Sky, 

Whilft, as in deathleſs Urns, each noble Mind 
Treaſures thine Aſhes which are left behind. 

And if perhaps no Caſſiopeian Spark 

(Which in the North did chy firſt Riſing mark) 
Shine ofce thiy Hearſe , the Breath of our juſt Praiſe 
Shall to the Firmament thy Vertues raile, 
Then fix and kindle them into a Star, 
Whoſe Influence may Crown thy glorions War. 


The FIVE SENSES. 


1. SEEING. | 
LON ſuch a Face whoſe Excellence 


* 


And. make him (Phe bus like) his Throne, 
Reſign to ſome young Phaeton, 
Whofe sk illeſs and unſtayed Hand 

May yours the Ruin of the Land. 
Unleſs great Fove, down from the Sky. 
Covering Earth's Calamity. 

trike with his Hand that cannot err, 
The proud uſurping Chariater, ,. . 
And cure (tho* Phebus grieve) our Wo: 
From ſuch a Face as can work ſo, 


May captivate my Sovereign's Senſe, 
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| Whereſoeyer thou haft a.Bejng, 


Bleis my Soy'reign and his Seeing. 1 
| i 8 HEARING, 
M jeſts prophane, and flatteri ; 
L Dom bad Tales and beaſtly * 


From after Super Suits, that fear 5 
A Parliament or CounciFs Ear; 

From Spahiſb Treaties that may wound 
The Country's Peace, the Goſpel's Sound; 
From ob's falſe Friends, that would intice 
My Sovereign from Heav'ns Paradiſe 3 | 


From Prophets, ſuch as Acbab's were, 


|| Whoſe Flatterings ſooth my Sovereign's Ear; 
His Frowns more than his Maker's fearing, 
Bleſs my Sovereign and his Hearing, : 


| | 3. TASIING,: 
| F ROM all Fruit that is forbidden, 
Such for which eld Eve was chidden; 
From Bread of Labours, Sweat and Toy), 
From the poor Widow's Meal and Oyl ; 
From Blood of Innocents oft wrangled.. . 
From tbeir Eftates, and from that's ſtrangled; 
| From the candid poyſon'd Baits 
Of ꝓeſuites and their Deceits; ; LE 


Italian Sallads, Romiſb Drugs, | 
The Milk of Babe's proud Whores Dugs j 


- | From Wine that can deftroy the Brain, 


And from the dahgerous Figs of Spain, 
At an Bankets, and all Feaſting, © 
Bleſs my Sov*reign and his Taſting. | 
| 4 FEELING, 22 
R OM Prick of Conſcience, ſuch a Sti 
As [lays the Soul, Heaven bleſs the King; 
rom ſuch a Bribe as may withdraw 
His Thoughts from Equity or Law 
From ſuch a ſmooth and beardleſs Chin, 
As _ provoke or tempt to Sin; 
From ſuch a Hand whoſe moift Palm ma 
My Sov'reign lead out of the Way 
From Things polluted and unclean, 
From all Things beaftly and obſcene , 
From that may ſet his Soul a reeling, —_ 
Bleſs my Sov'reign and his Feeling. 
5 SMELLING, C; 146 & Ty 
W ER E Myrrh and Frankincenſe is throw n; 
| The Altar's, built to Gods unknownz.. 
O let my Sov'raign never dwell; :; - ; ITY, 
Such damn'd Perfumes-arefit:for Hell. 
Let no ſuch Scent his Noftrils Rain, 
From Smells that poyſon can the Brain, 
Heavens ftill preſerve him. extI crave , _ . 
Thou wilt be pleas*d, great God, to ſave 


My Sov'reign from a.Ganymede,  _. 
W hoſe Whoriſh Breath hath N lead 
I 


* 
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His Excellence which Way it li 
O let ſuch Lips be never kiſt 
From a Breath ſo far excelling, 
Bleſs my Soy'reign and his Smelling. 
The Abſtr att, 
3 SEEING, 3 
A ND now, juft God, I humbly pray, 
That thou wilt take the Slime away; 
That keeps my Soveraigns Eyes from ſeeing 
The Things that will be our Undoing, ? 
Ys HEARING. 2 
5 IL HEN let him hear (good God,) the Sounds 
As well of Men as of his Houuds. 
; + 5 © » 4 
I'VE hima Tafte, and truly too, 
Of what his Subjects undergo. _ _ 
FEELING & SMELLING 
I' V E him a Feeling of their Woes, _ 
| And then no doubt his Royal Noſe 
| Will quickly Smell the Raſcals ſortn. 
Whoſe black Deeds have Eclipſ'd his Worth; 
| They found and ſcourg'd for their Offences, 
Heavens bleſs Je een and his Senſes, 


The 


* 


9 F " 1 
, : 2 — . — 4 
N 4 | TY e 
" * v4 — 4 
. 1 v4 » 
« U * 
þ 8 *. — „ % 5 * 


- 


_ Covenanter, 

W Of Free- Men would turn us Slaves z 
Who our Union do deſane 

: With Rebellion's wicked Name; 7 
Then on Gibbets ffraight caule hing them. 
They complain of Sin, and Folly, 3, 
In theſe Times, ſo paſſing holy | 
Libertines that we may Live, vas 
Hold thoſe Subjects too too wanton, 
Under an old King dare canton. 
Scorn our Acts and Laws as Fables 
Of our Battels talk hut meek]y, ' Reg, 
With Four Sermons pleasd are weekly, 
Arminian, Lutheran ot Atheiſt. 
But that in his Chamber-Prayers, , 
Which are pour*'d *mjdft; Sig and Teas 
Threatning us with Blood and Death 3 
Perſuade they would the Multitude, 
This King too holy is and good. 
When Hundred Kings we ſerve for one, 
That each Shire but Blood affords, _ _ -, ; 
To ſerve the Ambition of young Lords, 
If the State had not been trouble. 
Slow they are our Oath to wear. 
Slower for it Arms to beat, J's 
Would our E:cmies embrace: | Cayce 
Turn Men Proſelites by the Words | 
Not by Musket, Pike and Sword. 
We may not maſſacre, burn, ſack :; 
That the Begivining of theſe Pleas 
Sprang from the ilifſpe*'4 A B C's. 
Againtt th.ir Maſte rs to Rebel, 
That that Devotion is but flight 
Doth f. rce mer! firſt to ſwear, then fight, 8 * 


ou L D you know theſe Royal Knaves 
Read theſe Verſes, and ye will ſpring them. 
They theirSubftance will not give _ 
Neglect they do our circular Tables, 
Swear King Charles is neither Papiſt, 
To avert God's fearful Wrath 
They avouch well weep and groan | 
Whoſe Debts etre now had.been ne i. 5 
They do Concord love and Peace, 
They Swear that for Religion's Sake 
For S. rv ants th at it is got well 
Tnat our Confeſſion is indeed 


Not t he Apoſtelick CR BED, 

Which of Negations we contrive, 
Which Turk and Few may both ſubſcrive. 
That Monies ſhould Men's Daughters marry, 
They on frantick War miſcarry. 77 
W hilſt dear the Souidiers they pay, 
At laſt who will ſnatch all away, 


And as Times turn worſe and worſe, 
Catechiſe us by the Purſe. 


That Debts are paid with bold tern Looks, 
That Merchants pray on their Compt- books; 
That Juſtice dumband ſullen frowns 

To ſce in Crollets hang'd her Gowns , 

That Preachers ordinary Theme © 

Is gainſt Monarchy to declaim. 


That ſince Leagues we began to ſwear, 
Vices did ne'te fo black appear 4 | 
Oppreſſion, Blood-thed, ne*re more rife, 
Foul Jars between the Man and Wife; 
Religion ſo contemn'd was never 
Whilttallare raging in a Fever. 


1 hey tell by Devils and ſome ſad Chance 

That that deteſtable League of France, 

Wich coſt ſo many Thouſand Lives, 

And Two Kings by Religious Knives, 
Is among ſt us, chougi few deicry, 

T hough they ſpeak Truth, yer fa y they Lye. 


* * * 


or Malignant. 


| He who ſays that Night is Night, 


—_—_— _— 


YE” ALAS 


* — ——— 


That cripie Folk walk not upright, , 
That the Owls into the Spring 14,220 

Do not Nightingales out-ſing ; od axe 

That the Seas we may not plow, , © 

. Ropes make of the rainy Bow; 3m 

That the Foxes keep not Sheep, 

That Men waking do not ſleep; 


| That all's not Gold doth Gold appear, 


| Believe him not althp' he Swear, 


To ſuch Syrens ftop youc Ear, 

Theic Societies forbear. 

Ye may he toſſed like a Wave, 

Verity may you deceive z , 

juſt Fools they may make of you, | 
Then hate them »orſe than I, or Few. 


Were it not a dangetens Thing, oy 


— 


» 


I Should we again obey me King; 


Lords loſe ſhould Sovereigaty, 

Souldiers hafte back to Germany, 
{| Juttice ſhuuld in our Towns remain, 
Poor Men poſſeſs their own again. q 
Brought out of Hell that Word of Plunder 
More tertible than Devil or Thunder, 
Should wich the Covenant fly away, 
And Chari y amongſt us flay; 
Peace and Fienty thould us nouriſh, 


. — 


Py 


| True Religion 'mongft us flouriih» 


' When you flu d the ſe lying Fellows, 
Take and lower wieh them the Galle s. 
| Oa others you may 00 lay huld, bee. 

| In Purie or Chen, 1! they have Gold. 
Wo wife or rich are in this Nation, 


Malignants are by Protefiaction. 


8 | - 


2 4 


— — — 


„ 


A PASTORAL Song. 


Phyllis and Damn. 


Ph, Hepherd doft thou Love me well ? 
Da. Better then weak Words can tell. 
Ph. ] Like to what, good Shepherd ſay ? 
Da.] Like to Thee Fair cruel Maye. 
Pb. ] O how ftrapge theſe Words I find; 
Yet to ſatisfy my Mind , | 
Shepherd without mocking me 
Have I any Love for thee, 
Like to what, good Shepherd ſay. 
Da. | Like to Thee Fair cruel Maye. 
Ph, 1 Better Anſwer had it been | 
To ſay thou lov'd me as thine Eyne. 
Da.] Wo is me, theſe I love not, 
For by them Love entrance got, 
At that Time they did behold 
| Thy ſweet Face and Locks of Gold, 

Pb. Like to what dear Shepherd lay, 
Da.] Like to Thee Fair cruel Maye. 
Ph, | Once, (dear Shepberd,) ſpeak more plain, 
And I ſhall not ask again 
Say, to end this gentle Strife 
Doſt thou Love me as thy Life ? 
Da] No, for it is turn'd a Slave 
To ſad Annoys, and what I have 
Ot Life by Love ſtronger Force 
Is reft, and I'm but a dead Cors. 
Pb. } Like to what ? good Shepherd ſay, 
Da.] Like to Thee Fair cruel Maye. 
Pk. J Learn I pray this, like to thee, 
And ſay I love as 1 do me. 
Da.] Alas, I do not love my ſelf, 


3 ” 
2 20 


| For I'm ſplit on Beauty's Shelf, 


Ph. | Like to what? good Shepherd ſay, 


Da. ] Like to Thee Fair cruel Maye, 


F:'I BW 1 


, * . 
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55 Five King James. 


— —— 4.4 a 


Niue, That a, denotes the Head of the Page; b, the Middle, 


and c, the Foot of it. 


A 
7 


oy A2 vide Stuart. | 
— . Armſtrong, (Fobn,) a notorious Robber, exe- 
Cutcd, P- $9. 4 3 


1 s > = 
B 255. Doxald,) rebells, and j puniſhed, p. 7. b 


Barton, (Andrew,) kill'd by the Engliſh, p. 72. 
His Death reveng'd by his Brother, 154. „N. 


- 


Battle of Popperden, P I 7 Of Aberbrotbock, p. 24. 


Of Sark, p. 26. f Brechin, p. 31; 4 Ster- 
ling or Bannockburn, p. 59. b Tilly-Moſs, p. 64. 5 
Flowden, p-. 73, 76. nig, p. 112. 4 Sulway- 
Moſs, p 114. „ | | 

Beaton, (Fames,) Archbiſhop of St. Andre ws, p 91.6 
perſecuted by the Earl of Angus, p. 97. bis 
Death, Þ 105. : 

Beaton, (David,) Archbiſhop of St. Andrews, 1 * 
Boyd, (Tbomas,) Impriſoned, p. 3. „ flain by Sir 
Alexander Stuart, p. 21757 Nee 
Boyds have the chief Management of the King and 

Kingdom, p. 42. b | 
The Lord Boyd ſale Governour, p. 43; b His Sqn 
; marries the King's Siſter, Jbid. c which diſpleaſes 
the Nobles and People, bid. & 44. 4 f 
Boyd, (Ibomas,) created Earl of Arran, p. 43. & is 
ſent to Denmark to bring . Queen, p. 44. 
iz forſeited wich his Brother Alexander, p. 45. 


C 6 


| AR, (Robert,) kill'd by the Engliſh, p. 72, 4 
1 EF? Charles, (King of France) 72 Ambaſ. 
ſador ta King Fames I. p. 10. 0 His Speech, p. 11. & 


. 


* 
* 


Cochran, (Robert,) a Maſon, p. 46. 6. Earl of Mar. p. 
50. 4 is hang'd with others at Lawder - bridge, Ibid. 
College of Juſtice inſtituted, p. gg. 4 

Creighton, (Sir William,) Chancellor, has the Cufto. 

dy of King Fames II. p. 19. b loſes it, p. 20. 4 hag 

recourſe to the Earl of Douglas, hut in vain 1b. is re- 

conciFd to the Governour, p. 20. b recovers the King 

r 1.7 ais Hands, p. 21. 4 is degraded from his 

ce, and declared Rebel, p. 24. 4 keeps out the 

| ehrt, z P+ de reſtored to bis Lands 

5 Fehr, P. 25. 4 i lent Ambaſſador to France 
P- 25.9. 3a * * 


D 


Arcy, (Sit Antbony,) one of the Deputy Gover- 
nours of Scotland, p. $6.b is murther'd by 


ir David Hume of Wedderburn, p. 87. 4 His Cha- 
racer, 1bid, : 

Dowglas, (Archibald, Earl of) Impriſoned, p. 4, 
b. and ſet at Liberty, p. 8. 4 will not allow his Vaſ- 
ſals to obey the Governour, and encourages Diſ- 
orders, p. 19. c His Death. 

Dowglas, (Gavin,) Biſhop of Dunkeld, nam'd Arch- 
biſhop of St. Andrews, by the Queen, p. 80. 4 Impri- 
ſoned, p. 83. ſet at Liberty, p. 84.c accompanies 
the Governour to France, p. 86. b returns, p. 87. 5 


flyes to England, and dyes, p. $9. b. 


Dowglas, (George,) Earl of Ormond, defeats the Eng- 
liſb at the Battle of Sark, p. 26. 4 taken Priſoner, 
p. 33+ and beheaded, p. 34. 4 

| Dowglas, ( ) Earl of Angus, relieves a French 
Garriſon in the Caſtle of Alnwick, p. 14. 4 | 

Dopeglas, (James,) Lord Abercorn, tucc2eds to the 
Earldom of Dowglas, p. 23.4 | 

Dowglas, (William,) Earl ot Angus, gains the Battle 

of Popperden, p. 13. 6 


Curiſtiern (King of Denmark,) renounces all Right te 
the Iſles of 0rkney and Sehen ani, P. 45. Fe ' 


\ 


Dawglas, . (WiIlian, Earl of) obtains the Dukes 
| ö dom, 


- 


a8.” 
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dom of Turraine, p. 20.4 raiſes great Diſorders, 


— 


rives with it in Breſt, where it rotted, p: 71: 4. oppo- 


p. 21. b is beheaded in the Caftle of Edinburgb, | ſes the Governour, p: 84: b is reconciled to him, /b: c 


Dp. 21. c 

towalas, (William, Earl of) much in favour with | 
he King, p. 23. %, kills Sir William Colvil, p. ”——_ 
goes to Nome to the Jubilee, /bid, returns, p. 27. 6 
is received into Fayour, /bid.c paſſes to the Court 
of England, Ibid, c is pardoned, but his Offices taken 
from him, 1bid, enters into a League with many 
Lords, p. 28-4 commits many Diſorders, Jbid. kills 
the Lord #erris, Ibid. the King ſends for him, 161d, 
c. is tabbed by the King. 

Dowplas, ( ) Earl of Angus, Marries the Queen, 
p- 80. c Oparrels betwixt him and the Earl of 
Arran, p. $8. He defeats him at Zdinburgh, 
Ibid, e is obliged to leave the Country, p.89. a comes 
to England, p. 92. b then to Scotland, 1bid, c takes 
upon him the Cuftody of the King's Perſon,againft 
his Will, p. 94. % Defeats the Laird of Baleleugb, p. 
95. b and the Earl of Lennox, p. 96. rules all 
things at his Pleaſure, 75 c The King eſcapes out 
of his Hands, p. 98 he is Forfeited, 401d: b. is forced 
to fly into England. Ibid. e | 

Dowg las of Drumlanrig and Hempſield, fight a Com- 
bat before the King, p. 105. b 

Dowg!«s, (Fane,) Lady Glamis, for pretended Trea- 
ſon is burnt alive; and her Husband ſeeking to make 
his Eſcape fs cruſhed to Death by a Fall, p: 105: 4 

Drummond, {Foha Lord, Detcats the Earl ol Lennox, 
p: 64; + Impriſoned and Forfeited, p: 84: 4 Refto- 


one of the Seven Deputy Governours of the King- 
dom, pe $6: b choſen Supreme by the reft, p: 87: 4 
calls a Parliament, 7bid; Fewd betwixt him and the 
Earl of Angus, p: 88:0 A Skirmiſh in Edinburgh 
between them, 1bid: c 

Hamilion, (Fames,) natural Son to the Earl of Arran, 
made chief Judge of the Inquiſition, againſt thoſe 
of the Retormed Religion, p: 110: 4: is attainted of 
Treaſon, Ibid: « and beheaded, p: 111: 4 

Henry VI: of England flyes into Scotland, p: 40: b 

Henry VIII: of England, requires the Governour to 
leave Scotland, p: 89:6 Railes an Army againſt it, 
p: $0:4.Cafts off the Pope's Authority, p: ioo. deſires 
an Interview with King Fames V. p: 102: band again 
P: 108: c but is Diſappointed, p: 109. ſends an Army 
to Invade Seotiand, which is Defeated, p. 112. 4 
and another commanded by the Duke of Norfolk. Ib. e 

Hepburn, ( Adam,) of Hales, one of the Commanders 
at the Battle of Popperden, p- 13, 4 4 

Hepburn, (Fohbn,) Prior of St. Andrews, comends with 
Gawin Dowglas and Andrew Forman, for the See of 
St. Andrews, p $0.4 Inſinuates himſelf into the 
Duke of Albanys's favour, p $1: 

Hume, (Ale xander, Lord,) Chamberlain of Scotland, 
ſuſpected to have kill'd King Fames IV.p 77.c $5.c 
is a principal Agent in making the Duke of Albany, 
Regent, p 81- 4 who, notwithftanding, is diſconten- 
ted with him, p 82.c He flyes to England, p 83, c 


red, Ibid: e | | 
Drummond, (Alexander,) of Carnock, forced to fly 
into England, p: 98: has liberty to return Home, 
P. 99: 4 
Dunbar, (George.) Earl of %, derived of bie 
Earidom, p. 93 © 


E. 


E“ Ee (Alexander,) kill'd at the Battle of | 


Popperden: p. 13. : 
Elpbinęſton, (William,) Biſhop of Aberdeen, his Death, 


807 4 
zricns, King of Denmark, ſends Ambaſſadors to King 


Fames I; P: 103 b. 
F 


Leeming, (Malcolm,) of Cumberrald, Impriſoncd, 


22 13 4. - . 7 
Forbes Aid Lord,) carries the King's bloody 
Shict through Aberdeen, to animate the People to 
Revenge, p: 64: 4 7 
Forbes, (Fobu, Maſter of) falſely accuſed of a Plot 
againft the King's Perſon, is Beheaded, p: 104: 5 
Forman, (Andre w,) Secretary to Pope Alexander VI; 
ſent by him into Scotland, p: 65; His Inflructions, 
p: 66: 4 contends with Fobn Hepburn for the See of 


St: Andrews, p: 80; 4 


G 


ordon, (George,) Earl of Hunth, defeats the 

'S Engliſh, p: 112: 4 2 

Graham, (Robert,) conſpires the King's Death, p: 14: 
2 Murde:s him, p. 15 is executed for it, p: 17: 6 

Grakam, ( Parrick,) firfi Archbiſhop of St: Andrews, p- 
43; 4 Returns from Kome, p: 46; 4 is Impriſoned 
{bid; his Death, p- 47: © 


H 


} 4 AT, (William, ) firſt Earl of Errol, p: 32: b 
Hamilton, (Fames Lord,) ſides with the Earl of 
Dowglas, p. 28. h ſubmits to the King, p: 33: 5 mar- 
ries the King's Sifter, and is created Earl of Arran, 
7 er 
3 (Fames,) Earl of Arran, gets the Com- 
mand of a Fleet trom the King, which he Lands in 


Impriſoned, p 84- 4 and Executed with his Bruther, 
4 


P 85 
Hume, (Sir David,) of Wedderburn, kills Sir Anthony 
Darcy, p 87, 4 and Robert Blackader Prior of Col. 
ding bm, D $9. a 
Huntly, (the Earl of deteats the Earl of Craw- 


ford, P31. 4 : 
2 


AMES I. ſet at Liberty, p 2.4 His Ranſom, 
Ibid, Hoftages given for it, /bid. He comes to 
Scotland, p. 3. is Crowncd, 15:4, Calls a Parliament 
Ibid. raiſes a Subſidy, bid. receives Complaints of 
the People,15id. cauſes Walter Stuart with others to 
be [mpriſoned, 1vi4. Calls another Parliament, bid 
His Speech, bid. Calls another Parliament, p 4. c 
Regews the League with France, p- 6, 4 Suppreſſes 
| Thefts and Robberies, id. e applies himſelf to 
Peace, ps. b Regulates the State, bid. e eres 
Schools of Learning, 15id- Beſieges Koxburgh, p 13. 
c Raiſes the Siege becauſe of a Conſpiracy, bid, . 
is Murther%d, p-15 c His Character, p 16. 4 
Fames II. born, p 8: 6 committed to the Cuftody of Sir 
William Creighton Chancellor, p 19, b is ſtollen from 
him by the Queen, p 20, 4 again recovered into the 
Chancellor's Power, p 21. 4 takes upon himſelf the 
Government, p 23. Marries, p 25. © makes a 
Truce with the Engliſh, p 26. 4 and again another 
Truce, Jbid. c ſends for the Earl of Dowglas, p 28; 0 
kills bim, p 25.c raiſeth an Atmy, p 31. 4 Ravages 
the Lands of his Rebel Subjects, p 31.c Beſieges 
Abercorn, p33: 4 The King of England entreats his 
Aſkfiance, Pp 35. 5 The King raiſes an Army,p 35: c 
Beſieges Roxburgb, p 36: 4 is Slain, 46id; b His Cha- 
rater, /bid: His Cuildren, p37. pat 
Fane III: Crowned, p 39: 4 Is governed by the Boyds, 
p 42: b gives Offence to his Subjects, p 46: Con- 
cludes a Peace with the King of England, p 48: “ 
His Brother and Nobility conſpire againft;him, p. 
49; 6 and confine him in Edinburgh Caſtle, p 50: 6 
Is reftor©d to the Exerciſe of the Government, p 5 2: 
b Forfeits his Brother, p 53: 4 Makes Peace with 
England, p 34: b Beſieges Dunbar, and Takes ic 
p 55:5 Makes a Truce with England, Ibid: «Calls a 
Parliament, p 56; 4 His Nobility combine againſt 
him, bid; b He ſummons ſome ot them before him, 
p 57; 4 They riſe in Arms againfi him, p 57:5 He 


ſreland, contrary to the King's Will, p: 71: Ar- 


Taiſes angther to oppoſe them, p58; « His Army 
1 * : 8 22 Routed, 


* 


Fames IV. born 45;c Heads a Rebellion againſt his 


Kennedies, their Faction declines at Court, p 42. þ 


Ero, (Duncen, Earl of) beheaded, p. 5 4 


„ 


Routed, and himſeif Kill'd, p49, 60: His Cha- 
racter, p61. f 


Father, p57. e is Crown'd, p63: 4 Girds himſclf 
with an Iron Chain, as a Pennance for his heading a 
Rebellion againft his Father, p65: Much given to 
Games and Knightly Exerciſes, p 66; c Enters Nor- 
thumberland. and ravages it, p67:b Concludes a 
Truce with the King of England, p68: b and then 
a Peace, p 69j3 4 Elpouſes his Daughter, bid: 6 
His Treaſury being exhauſted by bis Liberality, p 
69; He takes means to ſupply it ungrateſul to the 
People, p. 70. 4 but deſiſts, bid: b Takes a Pilgri- 
mage for the Queen's Recovery, p. 70; b Determi- 
nes on a War with England, p 72:5 His Manifeſto 
againſt King Benq VIII: p 72:c, An Apparition 
diſſwades him from the War, p74:« He Mufters 
his Army, Joid: b Marches into England, Ibid; p 74: 
Fights the Engliſh, p 76: His fate uncertain, p 77; 6 
His Character, p 78: 4 and Ifſue, 1bid: c 
eames V: born, p 70c- Crowned, p 79. 4 is taken 
from his Mother, p 83: committed to the Cuſtody of 
Four Lords, bid. & p 36.4 is Tranſported to Dalkertb, 
$8: 4 Again under the Government of his Mother, 
92. The Cuſtody of his Perſon committed to 
Eight Lords, p 93- © detain'd under the Cuſtody of 
the Earl of Angus, againſt. his Will, p 94. His 
Reſcue attempted, but in vain, 95, 96. Makes his 
Eſcape by a Stratagem, p 98. Concludes a Truce 
with England, p 99. 4 Inftitutes the College of Ju- 
' tice, /bid, A Rupture between him and England, 
Ibid. b concludes a Peace, bid. e The Emperor 
courts his Aſſiſtance, againſt the King of England, 
p 100. b The Pope ſends Preſents to him, to move 


— 
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Livingſton, (Sir Alexander] of Cal!:n{1r, Governovr, 
of Scotland, p 19. 4 di cords wit: the Chonc. lior 
and gets he young King into his Power, p 20. 4 
agrees With the Chancellor, p 21. 4 calls a Parlia- 
ment, bid, c Is forfeited and impriſoncd, Ibia c be- 
headed, Ibid. 


T 


Agdalen of France, married to King James V. 
P 104+ 4 her death, 4% d | 

Margaret, Daughter to King James I. betrothed to 
the Dauphine of France, p 12.c arrives at Abel, 
1bid; and Married, p «3. c herdcath, p 25. 4 

Margaret, Daughter to Chriſtiern, Kirg of Denmark, 
betroth'd to King James III. p 44: 6 arrives in Scor- 
land, and is married to the King, p 45+ © Brings forth 
King James LV. p 45. dies, p55. _ 1 

Margaret, Daughter to Henry VII. eſpouſed and mar- 
ried to King James IV. p 69. 0 bears him Three 
Sons, p 70, ö, . is Regent of the Kingdom, and 
Tutrix to her young Son, p 79.c ,Writes to Henry 
VIII. 15id. Great Diſorders during her Regency, 
p 30.4 Brings forth a Poſthumous Son, 1614. 0 is 
married to the Earl of Angus, p $0. c . furpriz'd by 
the Duke of Albany, and the Cuſtody of the King 
taken from her, p83. b She flyes to England, Ibid. 
Returns to Scotland, p86. c Is jealous of her Hus- 
band, 1bid,- Again aſſumes the Government of the 
King and Kingdom,p 92. Endeavours 10 reſcue her 
Son out of the Farl of Angus's hands, p 94-bis divorced 
from the Earl of Augus, p 95. 4 Marries Henry 
Stuart, Ibid. 


Mary, King James II. Queen, arrives in Scotland, p 25. 


him to oppoſe Zenry VIII and 2 has the Euutation of ner Sou Jen. II [committed 


p 101. 5 The King of England deſires an Interview, 
p. 102. b King Femes goes to France, p 103. Marries | 
Princeſs Magdalen of France, p 104. 4 again Mar- 
ries Mary of Lorrain, p 105. c follews the Counſel 
of the Church-men, to oppoſe the Reformation, p 
108. 4 An interview appointed betwixt him and the 


| 


£ 


King of England, p 109. e but takes no effect, 7bid, $ 
Is troubled with Apparitions, PÞ 114. His two 


Sons die at one time, p 112. 4 Heads an Army, 16. c 
His Nobility refuſe to enter England. p 113, 4 He 
xewacns to Edingburgh, and diſbands his Army, Ib. b 
Raiſes anothei Remy ro he commanded by the Lord 
Maxwel, bid. c The Soldiers luppofing the Kin 
had Commiſſioned Oliver Sinclair his Lieutenant, raiſe 
a Mutiny, hide are ſurprized by the Engliſh at 
Sulway-Moſs, p114- 4 Upon which the King be- 

comes Melancholy, and Dies, Ibid 6 His Character 1b. c. 
Fane, Queen to King Fames I. p. 2. 6 ſteals her Son 
ame s II. from the Chancellor, p 20. 4 is married to 
Fames Stuart, Ibid c dies, p. 25 4 her Children, 1bid, 


to her, p 39.0 Her Speech to hi 1. and 
Death, $98 b, A | A oy 


| Mary of Lorrain, ſecond Wife to King Janes V. p 105. 


ce brings forth a Son, 101d. 
Mary, Princeſs of $c01land born, p 114. 
A Monſter brought forth in Scotland, p 69. b 


Oo 


O&i! 7, (Alexander,) of Innercarity, killa at the 
battle of Aberbrotbock, p 24. c. 


7 


P/ , (Henry,) Earl of Northumberland, invades 
Scotland, p 13.6 is defeated at Popperden, 1bid, c 
Perkin Warbeck, the Impoſtor, comes to Scotland, P 
67. 4 is graciouſly receiv'd by James LV, 1bid. b 
Proteſtant Religion eftabliſh'd in England, p 100. 4 
embracid by many in Scorland, p 105, A Speech in 


Pope Fulius II. ſends a Sword and Diadem, Oc. as a 
preſent to King James IV. p 69,4 | 


5 | 


Ennedy, (James,) Biſhop of St. Andrews, excom - 
. the Earl of Crawford, p 24. 6 encou- 

rages the King, p 30. 6 is made one of the Gover- 

nmurs of the Kingdom, p 39 6 His Death, p 42. c 


L 


Lenmox, (the Earl of) in much favour with 
King ſames V. p95. endeavours to Refcue him 
out of the Earl of Angus's hands, p 95. c but is dif 
appointed, p 96. 4 makes a ſecond Attempt, but is 
Worſted and Slain, Ibid es —_ 

Lindſay, (Earl of) Crawford, invades the Biſhop of St. 
Andrew's Lands, p 24. b is killed, p 24.5 

Lindſay, (Ale xander,) Earl of Crawford, gains the 
battle of Aberbrotbork, p. 28. c loles that of Brecbin, 


| 


its favour, to King James V. p 106. ö oppos'd 
King James, p108, 4 Many ſuffer for it, 407d. ö 


R 


R Oſs, (Alexander, of the Iſles, Earl of) im priſoned 
for Oppreſſion and Cruelty, p 6. c diſmiſt, p 7; 
4 again rebells, /bid. 4 Submits, bid. h 

Roſs, (Donald, Earl of) at the Inftigation of the Ear! 
of Dowglaſs, over runs Argyle, Arran, &c. p 33. c 

5 

92 (Willan,) made Archbiſhop of St. Andrews; 
. P 4 . | 6 

Scroop, (Lord,) Ambaſſador from Exgland, his Speecti 
P · 10, co . f "UF | 

Stuart, Alan) Lord Darnley kill'd, p21. b 

Stuart, (Alexander,) Duke of Albany, taken by 

the Engliſh, p 46. e, made Goverabur of Dunbar 

and Berwick, 1vid, is Impriſoned, p 48. eſcapes to 


Fr ance, Ibid. comes to England, P 48. conſpires with 
ſome of the Nobility againſt the King, Pdg. 4 


p31. 4 ravages their Lands ho forſook him, ! bid. c |. 
ſubmits himiclf to the Kingzand is pardodned,p 22.51 


Is . * * 0 8 


with an Army of Engliſh, iuvades Feonand, p 50. 6. 
P t take? 


. 
A... es. 


- ” 


— - 
2 


"0g With the Engliſh invades Scotland, b: c: is defeatedi ib; 
"LE \ *retifesto France, p: 54. 4: is killed, p 55; 4: 
* Stuart, (Alexander,) natural Son to King Fames IV. 
"Archbiſhop of St. Andrews, p: 70; c; lain at the 
. battle of Flowden, p. 77. 4 e 
* | Stuart, (ew, ) Lord Evandale, Chancellor, ſent 
| | Ambaſſador to Denmark, p. 44, l: beſieges and takes 
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7 "takes Berwick, 1bid; and 51: 6: is forfeited, p. 53: 4 


| France, p. 86. 4. leaves Seven Deputies to Govern 

the State, /bid. h. renews the League with France. 
p. 37. b. conclqdes a Truce with England, Ibid, 
raiſes an Army againft England, p:g0.b; The Scots 
reſuſe to invade Englend, Ibid. He agrees to a Ceſ- 
ſation of Arms, p. 91.4, paſſes again to France, Ibid. 
returns, and befieges the Caftle of Werk, bid: c. 


1 „ 


makes a Truce with England, Ibid: e, dimits his 
Regency, and returns to France, p:92+4, 
Stuart, (Jobn,) Earl of Lennox, p. $4. 
Stuart, (Mardach,) Governour of Scorland, 
* P» 4: b; beheaded, p.352 1 
Smart (Walier,) impriſoned, p. 3.6, conſpires the 
King's death, pz 14: b: is executed, p: 17: 4. 


W 


| W an Gir Sion) of Lorgo, maintains tho 
arrel of King James III. p. 63, b: obtains 
a Sea - Victory over Stepheis Bull, pi 64: : 17 


1 0 * 
4 


the Caftle of Dunbar, p 48; b. 
Stuart, (Bernard,) comes to Scotland, p. Jo co. | 
Stuart, (Fames,) Son to Duke Mwdach, burns Dum: 
barton, Oc. p. 4. c. #7 8k 4g 
Stu art, (F4mes,) Son to the Lord of Zorn, marries Q: 
Fane, p. 20. . Im priſoned, bid: his death, p: 25. 4 
Stuart, (Fobn,) Earl of Marr, dies in the Caftle of 
Craigmillar, p. 47. c: 
Stuarr, (Jobn,) Duke of Albany, choſen Regent, p. 81. 
2 arrives in Scotland, 1bid, c. reforms the State, p. 8 1. 
6. ſarprizes the Queen, p. 83. b. worſts the diſcon- 
tented Lords, p. 84: b. concludes a Peace with 
. England, bid. el calls a Parliament, bid. goes ty ! 


impriſoned, 
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IR 7b Drummond, the Aurhor's Father, was far. Ten or Twelve 

.. Years Uſher to King | Nn 
the Blach Ru; but did not long ſurvive. He was ſecond Son to Sir 
Rabert Drunimond of Carnock. The firft of which Family was Brother 
to Annabella Drum mond, Queen of Scotland ; As appears from a Char- 


rer granted ler 


I: 


1? tO him, contains Theſe 


the Confirmation thereof by King Famey 1: to bu 
; our quell beloved Uncle Wilkam 


Words Fames, by the Graes of God, &c. 19 


* 


James VI. and thereafter made Kinizht - of 


| , im by King Robert III. Which runs thus, Robertus 8 
Be: dilecto aſtro fratri Nillielmo de Drummond, Domino de Carnock. And 


Drummond of Carnock, _ 
— — — — 
"Ea 134 2 
1 . * 
be Mig U 7. 7% . | * 
7 3 23 a 5 n 5 | 1 * 2:6 vi 2) gf 
$i S© | | ' ; | V4 | . | : YE Lap * 4 p 1 | 3 « | a BR 
1  aA* UTHOR*S DEDICATION, . 22. I. 22. for Mother, read Grandmother? 
1. INTRO D. 5. 40. J. 51. read Year. HIST. p. 3. J. 33. read Goyernours. 24. 
1 I. 44. the, read he, p. 43. J. 63. after Kings add mind, p. 4). J. 62. 7. Schetland, p. J. 23. v. 
We: 1558 Tilting, :p. 81. 1. 9. add to, p. 86. J. 34. 7. not, p. 157. . Fenult, r. you, p. 04. . 
| IR Guelſe, p. 205. I. 3. read Emperor, p. 211. 1.5. 7. is, P. 216. J. 28. dels it, P. 241, J. 39. . 
WD + bonis. POE MS, p. 10. 4. J. 29. 7. fair, P. 13. b. L 7 add to ſteal, . 41. 4. . 3, , full, 
4 end or . .f. Au.. Eme 
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